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WHAT touches the heart? Music, What elevates the mind, 
purifies the character, deepens the emotions, strengthens 
noble purposes and refines the affections? Mu%iG, What moves 
a congregation to devout worship? What brings the Prodigal 
sons to God? What fills the soul with peace and the Church 
with a vivifying sense of God's love? Music, But music is as 
dual as a human being — body, and soul. 

We bring you the body, lo'^ely in form and draped with 
harmonious art ; it is for you to give it a soul. These tunes and 
hymns have been found to be specially fitted for the soul of 
worship. But whether the best of them shall impel the listener 
to repentance and salvation, or whether their use shall comfort 
or inspire the singing Christian, will depend on the spirit which 
animates the musicians who sing them. These notes are so 
arranged and these verses so written as to give expression to 
reverence, prayer, praise, tenderness, pathos, love and religious 
joy. If those feelings be absent from the singers, the use of 
these notes becomes a hypocritical pretence, a lifeless sham. 

Much more depends upon sincere religious emotion in Relig- 
ious music than upon mechanical skill. Would you sing for 
God and sing with the heart more than with the vocal cords? 
If so, carefully secure a fiill appreciation of the meaning of the 
wordSf enter into the spirit of the music^ and then sing your soul 
into the Beauty of Holiness. 

Musical composers of the greatest talents have prayerfully 
and diligently labored in many ways to produce here a book 
that will effectively aid all who worship the Father in spirit and 
in truth. It has been tried and has proven its claim as a most 
powerful helper in all forms of church life and evangelistic work. 

Here is variety diversified enough, and sufficient in amount 
to save the world, if sung with the spirit and the understanding 
and accompanied with the blessing of Ood. 

We send thi3 book forth with our souis crying unto the Lord 
in prayer, asking Him to inspire all who sing from it, and thus 
Hasten the preparation for His glorious Appearing. 

Russell H. Conwell. 

Copyright 1896 by A. J. Rowland 
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CORONATION. 

•• Wherefore Qod also hath highly exalted him, and given him a name whicn 
is above every name."— Fhill. 2 : 9. 
E. Perronet. Oliver Holden. 

*5= 



9 — S d S ^ 



T=i=t 



it 



^ 



-^ 



I 

1. All hail the pow'r of Je-sus' name! Let angels prostrate fall; 

2. Crown Him ye morning stars of light, Who fixed this floating ball ; 
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Bring forth the roy - al di - a - dem. And crown Him Lord of all ; 
Now hail the strength of Israel's might, And crown Him Lord of all ; 
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Bring forth the royal di - a -dem,And crown Him Lord of all. 
Now hail the strength of Israel's might, And crown Him L<ord"of all. 
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3. 

Ye seed of Israel's chosen race 

Ye ransomed of the fall, 
Hail Him who saves you by His graee, 

And crown Him Lord of all. 
4. 
Sinners! whose love can ne'er forget 

The wormwood and the gall,-^ 
Go, spread your trophies at His feet 

^nd crown Him Ix)rd of all. 



Let every kindred, every tribe. 

On this terrestrial ball, 
To Him all majesty ascribe, 

And crown Him Lord of all. 
6. 
O that with yonder sacred throng 

We at His feet may fall, 
We'll join the everlasting song 

And CTa>Nii l^YEa.\jSs^ ^1 ^2^« 



PRAISE YE JEHOVAH. 

"Let the children qf Zion be joyfulin their Ain^."— Psalm 149: 2. 

Theo. E. Perkins. 



Rev. Alfred Taylor. 




1. Praise ye Je - ho- vah, praise the Lord most bo- ly, Whocheerethe 

2. Praise ye the Lord for all His lov - ing kindness, And all the 

3. Praise ye Je - ho- vah! source of ev - 'ry bless-iug — Be- fore His 

4. Praise ye the Fa - ther! God the Lord who M,ye us, ^ With full and 
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oon-tri te, girds with strength the weak ; Praise Him who will with glo - ry 
ten - der mer-cies He hath shown : Praise Him who pardons all our 
gifts earth's richest boons are dim : Rest-ing in Him, His peace and 
per- feet love His on - ly Son; Praise ye the Son who died Him- 
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D. S. — Praise God the Fa - ther, praise the 
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crown the low - ly, And with sal - va- tion beau - ti - fy the meek, 
sin and blindness, And calls us sons^ and takes us for His own. 
joy pos-sess - ing, All things are ours, for we have all in Him. 
self to save us! Praise ye the Spir- it! praise the Three in One! 
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ev - er bless'd Son, Praise God the Spirit, praise the Three in One. 
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Semi-Chorus. 
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f Praise Him for His constant care, His ev - er-present love; 

\ Praise Him, for He hean oor pray'r, And answen Irom ( Omit ) a- Dove. 
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COME AND TESTIFY OP JESUS. 



MB8. M. a. Kidder. 



Rbv. Samuel Alxan. 




1, Ye who know the Lord of glory, Ye who serve Him day by day- 
% Ye who la-bor in the vineyard, Ye who sail up -on the main- 
3. Ye who feel His Holy Spirit. Ye who know His cleansing blood- 
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Come and tes-ti - fy of Je-sus, Who hath wash'd your sins away. 
Come and tes-ti - fy of Je-sus, Who hath deaised your ev'ry stain. 
Come and tes-ti - fy of Je-sus, Who now in-tercedes with God. 
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Choeus. 
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You may save a dy-ing sinner, Christian brother, if you try; 
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Come and tes-ti - fy of Jesus, Come, oh, come and tes-ti -fy. 
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LOVE OP JESUS. 



W. E. Little WOOD. 



ThEO. E. PSRKINa 




1. There is no love like the love of Je- bus, 






Pleading with earnest call, 
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Fine. 




Till in- to the fold of the peace of God, He has gathered us all. 
D. 8. — Oh, turn to that love, weary wandring soul, Jesus pleadeth for thee. 
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Je-sus' love, pre-cious love, Boundless and pure and free; 
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2. There is no heart like the heart of Jesus, 

Filled with a tender love ; 
No throb of care nor a pain we bear, 
But He feels it above. — Cho. 

3. There is no eye like the eye of Jesus, 

Piercing so far away ; 
Ne^er out of sight of its watchful light 
Can the poor, lost one stray. — Cho. 

4. There is no voice like the voice of Jesus, 

Tenderly, sweet its tone; 
When weary, oppressed we would find a rest, 
In His dear arms alone. — Cho. 

6* Oh, let us hark to the voice of Jesus, 
Oh, may we never roam. 
Till safe we rest on His loving breast, copyright, isoh, by 
With the loved ones at home. — Cho. Theo. E. Perkiu*. 



^ 



J 



At 

\ 



W. M.W. 



GLORY TO GOD. 

"Olory to God in the highest." ^LvKJt 2: 14. 

Wm. M. Weckerly. 
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1. Cradled in Beth-lehem's stable and stall, See the Redeemer, the 

2. An-gel- ic hosts to the Lord gave the praise, Let us re-joic-ing a - 




Sav-iour of all, Grod became man, O His love who can tell, 
nite in their lays, "Glo-ry to God, "for on earth there is peace," 
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D.S. — ' 'Fear not' ^ said they, ' 'for the ti - dings are good, ' * 
D.S. — earth there is peace and there^s good- will to men, 

Fine. 
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Who to save sin-ners on earth eame to dwell. An- gels ex-ult - ing of 
"Good-willto man,"as pro-claimed will ne'er cease, "Glo-ry to God in the 






In David's cit- yyoallfind Christ the Lord. 
Glo - ry toGod,Hal-le - lu-jah,A-men. 
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glo - ry did sing, Told to the Shepherd's the birth of the King, 
high-est" we sing, Glo - ry to Je - sns our Savionr and King, On 
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BLESSED Hmma. 



Fb. xd: 1. 




H. L. OlLMODB. 
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1. In the shad-ow of thy wings, dear-est Sav-ionr, Shall the 

2. In the shad-ow of thy wings, dear-est Sav-ionr, There's a 

3. There is rest, yes, sweetest rest, dear-est Sav-ionr, 'Neath the 

4. In the shad-ow of thy wings there is rest -ing, With the 
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wea - ry and the weakfind rest. While the wavesare dashing high 
peace-fill rest so calm and sweet ; There is rest for all the wea - 
shad-ow of thy wings for all; There is room for each and all 
sor-rows of onr earth-life o'er; We shall rest with thee, O Lord, 




we are hid -ing In the shel-terof thy love so blest, 
ry and way-worn, In thy love there is a joy com-plete. 
of thy child-ren Who will list - en to thy lov- ing call, 
then for - ev - er. And we'll meet the loved ones gone before. 
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Chorus. 
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Hid - - ing, bless -ed hid - - ing. In the 
Hid-ing, blessed hid-ing, In the shelt-er of thy love, 
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BLESSED HIDINe. Concluded. 
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shel-ter of thy love so blest; Hid - - ing, we are 

Hiding, we are hiding, While the 




hid - - ing, While the waves are dashing high we have rest 
waves are dashing high, 
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MY SHEPHERD. 

"The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not tiwnt."— Ps. xziii: 1. 
From " Rouse's Version." N. E. Townsend. 
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1. The Lord, my Shepherd feeds me. And I no want shall know ; 

2. He doth when ill be -tides me, Re-store me fix)m dis - tress; 

3. Thy rod and staff shall cheer me. When passing death's dark Tale; 

4. Thy goodness shall not leave me. Thy mer - cy still shall guide ; 
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He in green pastures leads me; By streams which gently flow. 
For His name'ssake He guides me In paths ofrighteous-ness. 
Thou Lord wilt still be near me And I shall fear no ill. 
'Till heaven above re - ceive me. For - ev - er to a - bide. 
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NONE BUT CHRIST. 

"For me to live U Christ."— Fmu 1 : 21. 



A. R. Cousin, by per. 



Theo. £L Pebkinb. 
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1. None but Christ, ! His mercy hides me; He was spotless — I am fair; 

2. None but Christ, ! His spirit seals me, Gives me wisdom and control ; 

3. None but Christ, ! His life sustains me, Strength and song to me He is ; 
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None but Christ. ! His wisdom guides me. He was out-cast, I'm His care. 
None but Christ, ! His bruising heals me. And His sorrow soothes my wol. 
None but Christ, ! His love constrains me, He is mine and I am His: — 
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Chobus. 
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None but Christ, none but Christ, He a - lone sal - va- tion gives; 
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None but Christ, none but Christ, He is mine and I am His. 
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THERE IS A FOUNTAIN. 

"A FouiUain opened for »£n."— Zkch. 13: 1. 
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Wm. CtowPER, 1779. 



Western Melody. 
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1. There is a fountain fill'd with blood, Drawn from Immanners veins, 

2. The dy- iog thief re-joiced to see That fountain in his day, 

8. E'er since by faith I saw the stream, Thy flow-ing wounds supply, 

4. Then in a no-bler sweet-er song I' U sing Thy power to save, 
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And sin-ners plmged beneath that flood Lose all their gnilt-y stains. 
And there may I, though vile as he. Wash all my sins a - way. 
Re - deem-inglove has been my theme. And shall be till I die. 
When this poor, lisping, stammering tongue Lies si -lent in the grave. 
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Lose all their guilty 
Wash all my sins a 



stains, Lose all their guilty stains ; 

way, Washall my sins a - way; 
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And sinnersplonged beneath that flood Lose all their guilty stains. 
And theremay I, though vile as he, Washall my sins a - way. 
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CROWN HIM! 

( For Female Voices.) 



OlO. F. ROSCHE. 




SB 



^SJIt£gE^ 



k 



Hl 



i 



IZL 



I 

- f Crown Him, 
^* \ Crown Him, 

Q / Crown Him, 
'^' \ Crown Him, 



crown Him! o • ver all nations vie - to - rious, 
crown Him ! tell of His kingdom all-glo - rious, 

crown Him! now and forev-er a- dore Him, 
crown Him! ye,who have wander'd, implore Him, 
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Shout ho - san - na! Je-sus has come to reign ; ^ T«y j tt- » 

Raise the stand-ard, ev- er His cause maintain, j <i^ini. 

Lo, He com-eth! gladly the news pro -claim:) rr •] rr- » 

ieek His par -don, He will your souls re-claim : j ^a" nim. 



Seek 
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praise Him! join in the mighty chorus, Joyful sing the song with 
bless Him! worship and fall before Him, Joy ful sing the song with 
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itfi glad re - frain. Crown Him, crown Him! wonhip tbe King of Sal- 
itfi glad re - frain. 
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GROWN HIM. Concladed. 
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va - tion, Shout ho - san - na! Je-sus has come to reign! 




PRAISE YE THE FATHER 



F. F. Flemming. 
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1. Praise ye the Fa-ther for His loving kindness, Ten-der-ly 

2. Praise ye the Saviour, great is His compas - sion, Graciously 

3. Praise ye the Spir - it. Comforter of Is - rael. Sent of the 
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cares He for His loving children ; Praise Him, ye an - gels, 
cares He for His chosen peo - pie; Young men and maidens. 
Fa - ther and the Son to bless us; Praise ye the Fa - ther, 
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praise Him in the heav-ens, Praise ye Je - ho - vah! 
ye old men and chil - dren. Praise ye the Sav - iour! 
Son, and Ho - ly Spir - it. Praise ye the Triune God! 
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REVIVE US AGAIN. 



Wm. Paton Mackay. 



J. J. Husband. 
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1. We praise Thee, O God! for the Son of Thy love, 

2. We praise Thee, O God! for Thy spir - it of Ught, 

3. All glo - ry and praise to the Lamh that was slain, 

4. All glo - ry and praise to the God of all grace, 

5. Re-vive us a - gain; fill each heart with Thy love; 
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For Je - sus who died and is now gone a - bove. 

Who has shown us our Sav - lour and scat-tered our night. 

Who has borne all our sins, and has cleansed ev - 'ry stain. 

Who has bought us, and sought us, and guid - ed our ways. 

May each soul, be re - kin- died with fire from a - bove. 
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Hal - le - lu - jah! Thine the glo -ry; Hal - le - lu - jah! A - men! 
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Hal -le - lu -jah! Thine the glo - ry; Re-vive us a - gain. 
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CAN A LITTIiE CHILD, LIKE ME? 15 

( A Thanksgiving Hymn.) 

Mary Mapbs Dodge. Wm. E. Bassfobd. 

With spirit 




1. Can a lit- tie child, like me, Thank the Father fittingly ?Tes, oh 

2. For the fruit up-on the tree, For the birds that sing of Thee, For the 
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yes ! be good and tme, Patient, kind in all you do ; Love the Lord and 
earth in beauty drest. Father, mother and the rest. For Thy precious 




do your part, Learn to say with all yonr heart : Fa-ther, we thank Thee! 
lov-ing care. For Thy bounty ev^ry- where, Fa-ther, vrethankThee! 




Fa - ther, we thank Thee ! Father in Heav-en we thank Thee ! 
Fa - ther, we thank Thee! Father in Heav-en we thank Thee! 
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Music and words copyright, 1877, by Wm. K. Bassford. 
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JESUS THEN I ENOW. 

T. E Perkins. By p| 
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1. When my soul with - in, 

2. And when oft oppressed, 

3. Now when ev - 'ry task 

4. And when iail - ing breath 
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Sor - rowed with its sin, 

Wan-dering from my resti 

Tries the faith I askj 

Tells the hour of deatl 
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Je - sns swept the shades a - way; 
Who was quick to see my grief? 
Who beside me comes to stand? 
Who will be my spir-it's stay? 



Christ, the Lord divine, 
Je - sus, from above, 
Je - sus, blessed Lord, 
Je - sns then will be 
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D. S. — His the joys un-told, 
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Gave His life for mine, Turned my darkness in - to day. 

Shed His helpful love, Came to bring me sweet re - lief. 

Speaks the cheeeing word, Takes me by the trembling hand. 

Near to welcome me. At the shin -ing gates of day! 
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His the streets of gold, — Je-sus is the Lord I love. 
Choeus. 
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Jesus then I know ! His the name below, His the name to sing above ; 
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NEAR THE CROSS. 17 

" Ttaat through the blood q^ kU cross."— Col. 1: 20. 
Fanny J. Crosby. W. H. Doanb. 
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1. Je - sua, keep me near the cross; There a pre-cious fonntain, 

2. Near the cross, a trembling sonl, Love andmer-cy found me; 

3. Near the cross, O Lamb of God, Bring its scenes be-fore me; 

4. Near the cross I'll watchandwait. Hop- ing, trusting ev - er, 




^)^j a Hi /v^ i ^i'iiij.jM 



Free to all — a healing stream — Flows from Calvary's mountain. 
There the bright and morning star Sheds its beams a - round me. 
Help me walk from day to day With its shad -ow o'er me. 
Till I reach the gold-en strand, Just be-yond the riv - er. 
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In the cross, in the cross, Be my glo - ry ev - er, 
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Till my raptured soul shall find Rest beyond the riv - er. 
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WORTHY THE LAMB. 



Rev. H. L. Hastings. 



Rev. Samuel Alman. 
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^ r Hark ! from the mansions of glo - ry the song, ' * Worthy the Lamb 
* \ Thousands of an -gels the anthem prolong, [Omit. . . . 

2 I We here on earth wonld as- sist in the strain,'* Worthy the Lamb 
*( We would take up the glad anthem a- gain, " [Omit. . . . 

o j Soon shall we shout by the side of the King, " Worthy the Lamb 
' \ Soon with the an - gels His praise we shall sing, [Omit. . . . 
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that was slain ! * ' Worthy the Lamb that was slain. Loud as the thua- 
that was slain ! * ' Worthy the Lamb that was slain. He hath redeemed 
that was slain ' * * Worthy the Lamb that was slain. Soon in His glo- 
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der's re- ech - o-ing roar. Loud as the billows that dash on the shore, 

us from sin and from woe, Tanght us His mer- cy and glo - ry to know, 

ry and power He shall come, Soon shall He gather His ran- somed ones home, 
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Sweet as the notes which the glad harpers pour, Worthy the Lamb that was slain. 

Ever His rapturous praise we would show, Worthy the Lamb that was slain. 

Then shall we shont as we sit on His throne, Worthy the Lamb that was slain. 
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MT JESUS, I LOVE THEK 19 

**Mine are thine and thine are mtn^."— John 17 : 10. 
London Hymn Book, 1861 A. J. Gordon. By i>er. 
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1. My Je - 8U8, I 

2. I love Thee, be 

3. I will love Thee in 

4. In man-sions of 
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love Thee. I know Thou art mine, 
cause Thou hast first lov - M me, 
life, I will love Phee in death, 
glo - ry and end - leas de - light. 
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For Thee all the fol - lies of sin I re - sign; 

And pur-chaaedmy par - don on Cal - ira-ry's tree; 

And praise Thee as long as Thou lend- est me breath; 

I'll ev - er a - dore Thee in heav - en so bright; 
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My gia - cious Re - deem - er, my Sav - iour art Thou, 

I love Thee for wear -ing the thorns on Thy brow; 

And say when the death-dew lies cold on my brow, 

I'll sing with the glit - ter-ing crown on my brow, 
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loved Thee, my Je - sus, 'tis now. 
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20 HOLY, HOLY I LORD GOD ALMIGHTY I 

"They rest not day nor night, saying, Holy, Holy. Holy. Lord God Almighty, 
which VMS, and is, and is to come."— Rev. 4 : 8. 
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Rev. John B. Dykes. 
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1. Ho-ly, Ho-ly, 

2. Ho - ly, Ho - ly, 

3. Ho-ly, Ho-ly, 

4. Ho-ly, Ho-ly, 
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Ho-ly! Lord God Al- might- y! 

Ho - ly ! all the saints a - dore Thee, 

Ho - ly ! tho* the darkness hide Thee, 

Ho - ly ! Lord God Al - might - y ! 
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Ear-ly in we mom - ing onrsongshal 



shall rise to Thee; 



tng our song shall rise 
Casting down their golden crowns around the glass - y sea; 
Tho* the eye of sin - ful man Thy glo - ry may not see. 
All Thy works shall praise Thy name in earth, and sky, and sea ; 
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Ho - ly, Ho - ly, Ho - ly ! Mer - ci - ful and Might - y ! 

Cher - u - bim and Ser-a - phim fall - ing down be - fore Thee, 

On - ly Thou art Ho - ly, there is none be - side Thee, 

Ho - ly, Ho - ly, Ho - ly ! Mer - ci - ful and Might - y ! 
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Grod in three Per - sons, bless -ed Trin - i - ty ! 

Which wert, and art, and ev - er-more shall be. 

Per - feet in pow'r, in love, and pur - i - ty. 

God in three Per - sons, bless - ed Trin - i - ty ! 
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A -men. 
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NEARER THE FOUNT. 

" Living fountaiTis qf wwtera."— Rkv. 7 : 17. 
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Josephine Pollard. 




T. E. Perkins. 
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1. Nearer the fount of Jesus* love, Peacefully, purely flow-ing, 

2. Calvary's heights uo more shall he Gloomy and dreadful moan • Un, 

3. Je - sus will lead me ev'ry day, Nearer the fount of hleas-ing, 

4. Je-sus who wept and bled and died, Shine on my path yet clearer, 
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Nearer the fount that gleams above. Daily thro' grace I'm going. 
While from its side there flows for me, Ev-er the cleansing fountain. 
If for His guiding hand I pray. All of my guilt confessing. 
Bring me at last o'er Jordan's tide, Nearer to I^ee, yes nearer. 




Chobus. 
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Nearer the fount. Nearer the fount. Nearer I come to - day. 
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Nearer the fount,Nearer the fount. To wash my sins a - way. 




Copyright. 1896, by W. H. Doane. 
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REJOICE! THE LORD IS KING. 



Spirited. 



Wi 



Llu^J. 



Arr. by D. D. Wood. 
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1 . Rej oice ! the Lord is King ! Tonr Lord and King adore ; Mortals give 

2. Jesns the Saviour reigns, The God of truth and love ; When He had 

3. He sits at God's right hand, 'Till all His foes sub-mit, And bow to 

4. Re-joice in glorious hope ! Jesus the j udge shall come, And take His 
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thanks and sing, And triumph ev-er - more. U^. Lift npyonr heart! lift 
purg'dourrtaiiw, He took His seat a - bove. 

His command, And fall be-neath His feet. 

servants up ToHis e - ter-nal home. 4. We soon shall hear the 
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up your Toiee ! Re-joice, a-gain I say rejoice! Lift up your heart! lift 
areh-angel'i Toiee, The trump of God ihafl sonnd, rejoice ; We loon shall hear the 
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up your voice! Re-joice, a-gain I say re-joice! 
archangel's voice, The trump of God shallsound^ie- joice. A- men. 
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NOBODY KNOWS BUT JESUS. 
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F. R. Hayebgal. 
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Theo. £. Perkins. 
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1. No - body knows but Je - sus! 

2. No - body knows but Je - sus! 

3. No - body knows but Je - sus! 

4. No - body knows but Je - sus! 
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Is it not bet - ter so, 
My Lord, I bless Thee now. 
How great my tri-als be, 
"Tis mu-sic for to - day, 
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That no one else but Je- sus, My own dear Lord, should know? 
I feel Thee drawing nearer, As 'neath the cross I bow. 
And noth-ing else can help me. Like His sweet sympa - thy. 
And thro' e - ter - nal a- ges, 'Twill chime a -long the way. 
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No - body knows but Je - sus, Low at His feet I bow. And 




there I tell my grief and joy, For He will hear me now. 
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Carrie M. Wilson. 



smo ON. 



Jno. R. Swenet. 




1. Sing on, ye joy - fill pil - grims, Nor think the moments long; 

2. Sing on, ye joy - ful pil - grims, While here on earth we stay ; 

3. Sing on, ye joy-fol pil-grims, The time will not be long; 
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My faith is heavenward lis - ing With ev - 'ly tune-ful song; 

Let songs of home and Je - sos Be -guile each fleeting day; 

Till in onr Fa-ther's king-dom We swell a no -bier song; 
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Lo! on the mount of bless- ing, The glorious mount I stand, 
Sing on the grand old sto - ry Of His redeeming love; 
Where those we love are wait - ing To greet us on the shore. 



s 

W"^^^^" 



t 



m 



s: 



; i^i ^ -;^ 



tn±=f: 



m 



U^uo-i^ 



2 



h)\i^ J I J." ! 



f 



And look-ing o- ver Jor- dan, I see the promised land! 

The ev- er-last-ing oho - rus That fills the realms a- bove. 

We'll meet beyond the riv - er, Where surges roll no more. 




Copyright, 1886, by Jno. B. Sweney. From " Living Hymns," by per. 
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Chobus. 




Sing on; O blissful ma - sic, With ev - ^rj note you raise, 
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My heart is filPd with rap -tare, My seal is lost in praise. 
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Sing on; o hlissfol ma - sic, With ev -'ry note yoa raise, 
Sing on; blissful, blissfal mu - sic, J- 
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My heart is filled with rap - ture. My soul is lost in praise. 
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CHRIST IS warn. 



"tfoa it Chritt ritm from the dead."— 1 Cob. 16 : 20. 
Bbv. Alpbbd Taylor. Tbeo. E. PEaKim. 
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1. Christ is ris-enfrom the dead, Christ our ev-er-liv-ing Head; 

2. Christ hath triumphed o'er the grave, Chriit bath shown His pow'r to save ; 

3. Bright our hope beyond the tomb, Gone, the darkness, gone, the gloom, 
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Cho. Might-y Vic -tor, strong to save, Thou hast eon-qner'd o*er the grave, 

Fine. 
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Now He lives who once was slain, Li ves,for ev - er-more to reign. 

Cm - el death and bit - ter strife : Christ hath pur-chased endless life. 

Grone, the dreadful fear of death, We may sing with lat-est breath. 
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Death hath lost its pow'r and sting ; Praise to our vie - torious King. 
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Ris - en Sun of Righteousness, Risen to save, to cheer, to bless; 
Now our faith is not in vain; Je-susChristhathrisena-gain; 
Sown in weakness, raised in pow*r,For the res - ur-rec-tion hour; 
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Bless - ed Sav-iour,liv-ing Lord, Ev - er be Thy name a-dored. 
Vic- tory thro' our conqn'ring Lord, To His Father's throne restored. 
Glo - ry, glo - ry,let us sing, Glo - ry to our ris- en King. 
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NO OTHER NAME. 
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BUTH HABMON. 



Rev. Sahukl Alman. 
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1. No oth - ername but Thne,OLord,CaD save a dy-ing soul, 

2. Thy Name, Ohow Hove to breathe In soft - ly whispered tone, 

3. I feel, I know, Thoohearest prayer. And answ'rethmy re - quest; 

4. And when I reach Thy dear abode. And all its joys are mine, 
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And yet 
When in 
With-hold 
No oth 



to plead that Name in faith Would make the vil- est 
my clos- et closed and still, I talk with Thee a - 
•ing what Thy love decides The wis-est and the 
- er name shall be my song, No oth - er name but 



whole, 
lone, 
best. 
Thine. 




Choeus 




No oth - er Dame such hope can bring. Or heavenly rest im - part; 
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No oth- er name such balm can give. To loothe a breaking heart. 
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Copyright, 1882, by Key. SamweV K\m«iXi. 
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I LOVE TO TELL THE STORY. 



Miss Katb Hankey. 



Wm. G. Fischer. By per. 



p^i l i:ijilj:Jjjl ^^ 



1. I love to tell the 

2. I love to tell the 

3. I love to tell the 

4. I love to teU the 
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ly Of nn-seen tilings above, 

ly! More wonder-ful it seems 

ly! 'Tis pleasant to re -peat 

ry ! For those who know it best 




Of Je - sus and His glo-ry, 
Than all the gold-en fan-cies 
What seems, each time I tell it, 
Seem hon - ger-ing and thirsting 



Of Je - SOS and His love! 
Of all our golden dreams. 
More won-der-f ul - ly sweet, 
To hear it like the rest, 




I love to tell the sto-ry! Be -cause I know it's true; 

I love to tell the sto-ry! It did so much for me! 

I love to tell the sto-ry! For some have nev-er heard 

And when, in scenes of glo - ry, I sing the New, New Song, 
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It sat - is-fies my longings As noth - ing else would do. 
And that is just the rea-son I tell it now to thee. 
The message of sal - va-tion From God's own Ho - ly Word. 
'Twill be the Old, Old Sto-ry, That I have loved so long. 



I LOVE TO TELL THE STORY. ConclndecL 29 
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I love to tell the sto-ry, * Twill be my theme in glo-ry, 







To tell the old, old sto-ry, Of Je-sus and His love. 
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ROCK OF AGES. 

"TAc JJocifc of r^tt^c."— Ps. 94: 22. 



Rev. a. M. Toplady. 
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Dr. Thos. Hastings. 
Fink. 






^ 



+^ 



■#T-^ 



^ 



1. Rock of A - geS) deft for me, Let me hide myself in Thee; 
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Z>. C. — Be of sin the double cnie,Save from wrath,and make me pure. 

D.C, 
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Let the wa - ter and the blood, From Thy side a heal-iug flood, 
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2. 
Should my tears forever flow, 
Should my zeal no languor know, 
All for sin could not atone; 
Thou must save, and Thou alone; 
In my hand no price I bring; 
Simply to Thy cross I cling. 



3. 

While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When mine eyelids close in death, 
When I rise to worlds unknown. 
See Thee on Thy judgment throne — 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in Thee. . 
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THE LILT OP THE VALLEY. 

A friend loveth at all Wwe*."— Prov. 17: 7. 



Anon. 



English Melody. Arr. 
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1 . I have found a friend in Je-sus, He's e v-' ry-thing to me, He*s the 

2. He all my griefs has taken,and all my sorrows borne; In temp- 

3. He will never, never leave me,nor yet forsake me here, While 1 
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&irest often thousand to my soul ; The Lil- y of the Valley, in 
tation He's my strong and mighty tow' r ; I have all for Him forsaken, and 
live by faith and do His blessed will ; A wall of fire a-bout me, I've 




D.S.—UUj of the Valley, the 

Fink. 
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Hima-lonel see All I need to cleanse and make me fully whole, 
all my i-dols torn From my heart, and now He keeps me by His pow'r. 
nothing now to fear. With His manna He my hungry soul shall fill. 
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bright and Morning Star, He's the fairest of ten thousand to my soul. 
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In sor - row He^s my com-fort, in trou - ble He's my stay, 
Tho' all the world for-sake me, and Sa - tan tempts me sore. 
Then sweeping up to glo-ry, to see His bless- ed face, 
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THE LILT OF THE VALLEY. Concluded. 31 
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He tells me ev-^iy care on Him to roll. 
Thro' Je - sas I shall safe - ly reach the goal. 
Where riv-era of de-light shall ev - er roll. 



He's the 
He's the 
He's the 




JESUS IS MINK 

" Who BhoM separate us from the love qf Christ f "—Romans 8: 35. 

HORATIVS BONAR. T. E. PERKINS. 
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1. Fade,fade each earthly joy, Je - sus is mine! Breakev-'ry 

2. Tempt not my soul a- way, Je - sus is mine! Here would I 

3. Fare-well,mor-tal - i -ty, Je - sus is mine! Welcome, e- 
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tender tie, Je - sus is mine ! Dark is the wilderness, Earth hath no 
ev-er stay, Je-sus is mine! Perishing things ofclav,Bombutfor 
ter - ni-ty , Je - sus is mine ! Wel-come, O loved and ble8Md, Wel-eome, sweet 
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rest -ing-place, Je-sus a- lone can save, Je-sus is mine! 

one brief day. Pass from my heart a - way, Je - sus is mine! 

scenes of rest, Wel-come,my Saviour's breast, Je - sus is mine! 




Copyrighted by Thoodore E. Perkins. 
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Mrs. Sarah F. Adams. 



"NEARER, MY GOD TO THEK" 

(MaleVoiceB.) 



W. G. FiSCHSS. 




1. Nearer,myGk)d,toThee, Near-er to Thee! E'en tho' it 

2. Tho' like the wanderer, The son gone down, Dark-nessbe 

3. There let the way appear, Steps nn-to heav'n; All that Thoa 

4. Then with my wtkingthooghti, Bright with Thy praise, Out of my 

5. Or if in joy-fulwing. Cleaving the sky, Snn,moon,and 
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be acro88,Thatraiseth me; 

o- verme, My rest a stone; 

send-estme, In mer-cy giv'n; 

ston-y griefs, Bethel I'll raise; 

stars for-got, Upward I fly; 




Still all my songs shall be — 
Yet in my dreams I'd be — 
An - gels to beck-on me, 
So by my woes to be 
Still all my songs shall be — 
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Near-er, my Grod, to Thee! Nearer to Thee 
Near-er, my God, to Thee! Nearer to Thee 
Near-er, my God, to Thee! Nearer to Thee 
Near-er, my Ckxl, to Thee! Nearer to Thee 
Near-er, my God, to Thee! Nearer to Thee 



Near - er 
Near - er 
Near - er 
Near - er 
Near - er 



to Thee! 
to Thee! 
to Thee! 
to Thee! 
to Thee! 
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A SHELTER IN THE TIME OF STORM. 
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Mrs. Harriet E. Jones. 



Geo. F. Rosche. 
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1. We have a Kock, a safe re-treat, 

2. O Rock of A - ges, always sure, 

3. With -in the cleft we safely hide, 

4. O Rock of A -ges, hide Thou me, 



A shelter in the time of stonn. 
A shelter in the time of storm. 
A shelter in the time of storm. 
A shelter in the time of storm. 
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A sure founda-tion for our feet, A shelter in the time of storm. 
Where weary pilgrims rest se-cure, A shelter in the time of storm. 
And there would ever-more a - bide, A shelter in the time of storm. 
And ey - er keep me close toThee, A shelter in the time of storm. 




Chobus. 
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Our Je-sus is the Rock where we safely rest, We safe-ly rest. 
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Unknown. 



THE LORD IS MT LIGHT. 

"27^ Lord is my ligM and my salvcUion." 



BlSCHOPP, 




1. The Lord is my light,then why should I fear? By day and by 

2. The Lord is my light, tho' clouds may arise; Faith, stronger than 

3. The Lord is my light, the Lord is my strength; I know in His 

4. The Lord is my light, my all and in all; There is in His 



t^niSiU; 



r^/ r ' 



m 



There is in 

— 1^3 



-^■ 



-«5»- 



t 







m 



night His presence is near; He is my salvation from sorrow and 

sight, looks up to the skies, Where Jesus for-ev - er in glory doth 

might I'll conquer at length ; My wes^ness in mercy He covers with 

sight no darkness at all; He is my Redeemer, my Saviour and 
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sin; This bless - ed per- sua-sionthe Spir - it brings' in. 
reign; Then how can I ev - er in dark-ness re -main? 
pow'r. And walk -ing by faith He saves me each hour. 
King; With saints and with an-gelsHisprais - es I sing. 
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The Lord is my light, my joy, and my song; By day and by 
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By permission. From " Gospel Bells." 



TEE LORD IS HY LIGHT. Concluded. 
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night He leads me a - long; The Lord is my light, my 
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joy audmy song ; By day and by night He leads me a -long. 
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JESUS STILL LEAD ON. 



"Jesus, SHU lead on,"^LvK^b: 11. 



Jank Borthwick. ^ 



Thko. E. Perkins. 
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J r Je-sns, still lead on^ \ 
' \ Till our rest be won: J 



f And although the way be cheerless, ) 
\ We will fol-low, calm and fearless; J 
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Guide us by Thy hand 



To our Fa - ther - land ! 
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2. If the way be drear, 
If the foe be near, 
Let not faithless fears overtake us; 
Let not faith and hope forsake us; 
For through many a foe. 
To our home we go ! 

CJopyright, 1896, by 



3. Jesus, still lead on, 
Till our rest be won; 
Heavenly Leader, still direct us, 
Still support, console, protect us, 
Till we safely stand 
In our Fatherland! 
Theo. E. Pei^Vna, 
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LISTEN TO MY STORY. 



J. W. Van Dk Vbntrr. 



S. C. Foster. Ait. 







* r Down at the cross the Saviour found me, Wea - ry of sin; 
• \ Then Je-sus saw me, weak and weary, Came to my soul; 
rt f He found me on a bar-ren mountain, Hun-gry and cold; 
\ I know the Saviour will pro-tect me. Show me the way ; 



m 






r > g: 



^ 



^ 



2s: 



^ 



^ ^T^^i^^^tj^ 



■«i 



Darkness was ev*ry-where around me, Sorrow and gloom within, 1 
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Brought sunshine to my heart so dreary, Whispered, and I was whole, 

He brought me to the cleansing fountain. Placed me within the fold 

He never, nev - er will neglect me, I shall not go a > stray 
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Lis - ten, lis - ten to mysto-ry: At His feet I bow;* 
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He saves me, and He keeps me — ^glory ! Praise the Lord ! He saves me now ! 
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He fills my heart to overflowing — 

Wonderful love; 
Rich blessings He is now bestowing, 

Peace from the throne above. 



Now when temptations great assail me, 

I can endure; 
His grace and mercy never fail me. 

He makes His child secure. 
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BLESSED BE THE NAMK 
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W. H. Clabk. 



Arr. by W. J. Kirkpatrick, by per. 




1. All praiseto Him who reigns above, In maj-es-ty su-preme; 

2. His name a-bove all names shall stand, Ex - alt-ed more and more, 

3. Re-deem-er,Saviour,Friendof man Once mined by the fall, 

4. His name shall be the Coun-sel-lor, The mighty Prince of Peace, 

5. The ransomed hosts to Thee shall bring Their praise and homage meet ; 

6. Then shall we know as we are known, And in that world a - bove. 
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Who gave His Son for man to die, That He might man redeem. 
At God the Father*sown right hand,Where angel hosts a-dore. 
Thou hast devised sal- va-tion'splan, For Thou hast died for all. 

Of all earth's kingdoms conqueror. Whose reign shall never cease. 
With rapturous awe adore their King, And worship at His feet. 
For - ev - ersing a-round the throne,His ev -er-last-ing love. 
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Blessed be the name,ble88ed be the name, Blessed be the nameof the Lord; 
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Blessed be the name, blessed be the name, Blessed be the name of thcLord. 
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MINE THE GROSS. 

"jy 80 be that toe suffer with Aim."— Rom. 8 : 17. 

Theo. E. Perkins. 




1. Mine the cross, and Thine the glory , Thou hast suflfered once for me ; 

2. All I am Thy grace has made me, All I am I owe to Thee; 

3. Mine the cro6S,and Thine the glory,Thou hast home it once for me; 
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Let my life be calm or clouded, I can trast it, Lord, to Thee. 
I can on - ly thank and praise Thee For a love so pure and free. 
Help me bear with Christian meekness Ev'ry tri- al sent by Thee. 
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Let me feel the sweet assurance Of Thy presence always near: 

I would daily strive to follow Where Thy blessed feet have led; 

On Thy strength alone rely - ing. With Thy lamp to cheer my way, 
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Grant me on - ly this, my Father, And my soul can nev-er fear. 
May I fol - low, dai-ly growing Up to Thee, my living head. 
Leaning on the staflf of mer - cy, I will la-bor, trust, and pray. 
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WHILE JESUS WHISPERS TO YOU. 
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"Oome unto me^ all ye that labors and are heavy laden."— ^att. 11 : 28 
Will. E. Witter. H. R. Palmer. 
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1. While Je - sua whispers to you, Come, sin - ner, come! 

2. Are you too heav-y la-de|i?Come, sin -ner, come! 

3. Oh, hear His tender pleadiiig, Come, sin > ner, come ! 
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While we are pray-ing for you. Come, sin - ner, come ! 

Je - sus will bear your buiden. Come, sin - ner, oome! 

Come and re-ceive the blessing. Come, sin - ner, come ! 
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Now is the time to own Him, Come, sin 

Je - sus will not deceive you. Come, sin 

While Je - sus whis-pers to you. Come, sin 
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ner, come ! 
ner, come ! 
ner, come ! 
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Now is the time toknow Him, Come, sin - 

Je - sus can now redeem you. Come, sin - 

While we are pray - ing for you, Come, sin - 



ner, come ! 
ner, come ! 
ner, come! 
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WILL TOU BE THERE, AND I? 
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1. I know there's a bright and a 

2. In robes of white, o'er 

3. From ev - 'ry king-dom of 

4. If we find the lov - ing 



glo - rions land A - 

streets of gold Be - 

earth they come, To 

Sav-iour now, And' 




way in the heavens high, 
neath a cloudless sky, 

raise their anthems high; 
fol - low Him faithful - ly; 
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Where all the redeemed shall with 
They'll walk in the light of their 

Their harps will nev - er be 
When He gathers His children in 




Where all the redeemed shall with 



^1^ yiNE. j Chorus 
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Je - sus stand. Will you be there, will 

Fa - ther's love. Will you be there, will 

there un- strung, Will you be there, will 

that bright home, Then you'll be there, and 






I? 
I? 
I? 

I! 



Will 

Will 

Will 

♦Yes! 
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Je - SOS dwell; Will yon be there, will I? 



D. 8. al Fine. 
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yon be there, and I ? Will yon be there and 
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*When singing Chorus to last verse substitute you'll for you. 
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JESUS GALLS THER 
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Theo. E. Perkins. 
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1. Thy sins I bore on Cal-vary*s tree; The stripes thy due were 

2. Overwhelmed with guilt, wouldst thou be blest ? Trust not the world ; it 

3. Come leave thy bur-den at the cross; Count all thy gains but 

4. Come, hither bring thy bod - ing fears, Thy ach-ing heart, thy 
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laid on me, That peace and par - don might be free, O 
gives no rest: I bring re- lief to hearts op-prest O 
emp - ty dross, My grace re - pays all earth - ly loss — O 
flow - ing tears, 'Tis mer - cy's voice sa - lutes thine cars; O 
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Choeus. 
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wretch - ed sin - ner come to me, 

wea - ry sin - ner, come to me. 

need - y sin - ner, come to me. 

trembling sin - ner, come to me. 
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sm - ner come. 
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ner come, 'Tis Je - sus calls thee; sin - ner come. 
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COME CLOSE TO THE SAVIODR. 



Fanny Crosby. 

Duet. M. M. J = 60. 




J. 



H. R. Palmer, Feb. 20th, 1890. 
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1 . Come close to the Saviour, thy loving RedeemeT,0 sorrowing heart op- 

2. Come close to the Saviour, He calleth thee gently,Draw neu to thy Father s 

3. Come close to thy Saviour, earUi's pleasores m fleeting, But Jesus will care for 
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pressM, (sorely oppressed,) Life's jour - ney is drear -y, 
throne, (Thy Father's throne,) His eyes will be -hold thee, 
thee, ( He'll care for thee, ) What - ev - er may grieve thee, 
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thy spir-it is wea - ry O come unto Him and rest. 
His mercy enfold thee Why car-ry thy grief a - lone? 
He never will leave thee. Thy strength as thy day shall be. 
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Come close to the Saviour, O why dost thou linger? He knoweth thy 
Come close to the Saviour, O trast and remember. Thro' trials our 
Come close to the Saviour, O come as a birdling Flies back to its 
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heart op - pressed, (sorely oppressed,) His promise believ- ing, 

souls are blest, (richly are blest,) What-ev-er be-tide thee, 

par - e nt nest, (flies to its nest, ) Where peace like a riv - er, 
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His message re-celv - ing, O come nnto Hinv and rest. 

thy refuge will hide thee, O come unto Him and rest, 

flows onward for-ev - er, O come unto Him a nd rest, 



^j J J jg 



■^ 



i u * r 



^ 



Chobus. Slowly, don't hurry. . k. ik p45^ 



Peacefully, tranquilly, tenderlyrest Folding thy wings like a dove, 



like a dove. 




Peacefully, tranquilly, tenderly rest. Safe in the arms of His love. 

in the arms of His love. 
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14 THE MASTER IS CALLINa. 

*' The Master is come, and caUeth/or /Aec."— John 11 : 28. * 
Words by Mrs. Lydia Baxter. Music by T. E. Perkin& 




1. The Mas - ter is com - ing, he call - eth for thee, 
full of com - pas - sion, why will you de - lay? 



mmwnf ttn nn j 



rr=^ 



a Vf K \ N I Omit 2nd tun 



\ Omit 2nd hnu: ^-C. ^ 



^ 



And loved ones are hast'ning their Sav - iour to see; He's 
He's call- ing, still call- ing, oh, 
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I 2nd time. 



Chobus. 
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come, come a - way. The Mas - ter is com - ing, He 
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call-eth for thee. Come, trust in His mer-cy, sal-va - tion is free. 
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2. The Master is coming, receive Him and live; 
Oh, will you not trust him your sins to forgive? 
On Calvary's mountain, 'mid anguish and pain. 
Thy ransom was purchased when Jesus was slain. 

3. The Master is coming, to call from the grave 
His loved ones to glory; He's mighty to save; 
And all who believe Him, in rapture shall sing 
Salvation through Jesus, our Master and King. 
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WHO IS READT? 



W. H. D. • 
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W. H. DOANE. 




1. Who is read- y, who is will-ing, Tom- kiowl-edgeChriit the Ldrd, 

2. Who is read- 7, who is will-ing, Humbly tru-ly to be-lieve, 

3. Who is read- y, who is will ing, In the ranks of truth to stand, 

4 . Is there one a-mong our number, Ready, will-ing now to say, 
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And ac-cept theterms of par-don, Of-fered in His Ho - ly Word. 

That by sim-plefiiith in Je-sus, His forgiveness will re -ceive. 

Who will bear the Gos-pel Ban-ner, With a bold and fearless hand. 

I would like to find the Sav-iour, Come at once without de - lay. 
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Do not wait an-oth-er mo-ment,Nowbe-ginyourlife a - new, 
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O remember, O remember, Time will never wait for you. 
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THE HEM OF HIS GARMENT. 



**IS I may btU touch his garment, IshaU be whole."— IdATt, 9: 21. 
R. L. Rev. R. Lowby. 
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1 . Weak and weary, poor and sinful, Vainly I cry ; Bound and eroih'd with 

2. How the people press around Him , His word recei ve ; Surely I may 

3. Long my heart has felt its burden , Seeking for peace, Now, at last I 
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years of sorrow. What help is nigh? 
share His blessing, I too be - lie ve. ^ Let me touch the hem of His 
find in Je- sus My sweet re - lease. J 
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gar-ment, Letme touch thehem of His gar-ment, Let me 
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touch the hem of His garment. And the touch will make me whole. 



■UJ^-^ 




By per. of Rev. R. Lowry, owner of copyright 



WHOSOEVER BELIEVETH. 
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"Ood 80 loved the world that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth 
in Him should not perish, btU have everUisting /(/<?."— John 3 : 16. 



Rev. Frederick Denison. 

Duet, or Chorus. 



Warben W. Bentley. By per. 
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1. From Calvary^s mountain sounding, What loving words we hear, 

2. O seek this great sal-va - tion. And cast out ev- 'ry sin, 

3. "Who-e*er my word be-liev - eth, We hear the Saviour say; 

4. O ! brother, come and trust Him, O! come to Him to - day, 
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The love of God a-bound-ing, Dis-pell - ing all our fearT 
The souPs e-man - ci - pa - tion, By pow^r divine with - in. 
A par-don full re-ceiv-eth. All sins are wash'd a-way. 
He's waiting to re-ceive you; Why long-er then de - lay? 
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O ! bro - ther, be - lieve it, O ! bro - ther, re - ceive it, 




M I It- L.| 



p\\i i'inv:] [\[j H=^ 



Who - so- ev - er be - liev - eth Hath ev - er- last - ing life. 
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WE'LL NEVER PART AGAIN. 



Fanny J. Crosby. 
Moderato. 



Scotch Air. 
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1 . When parting tears our cheeks bedew, And rend our sonls with pain, 

2. When du - ty call us far a- way, With mild yet firm command, 

3. When o' er some treai-ored form we bend, And mark the clos-ing eye, 
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From those we tbve in heaven above, There comes a sweet re - frain; 
And fill'd with griefno words can tell, We clasp each oth-ers' hand; 
And from the lips no w pale and cold. We catch the faint good-bye ; 
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It murmurs soft as evening windSjO'er vale and star-ry glen, 
A harp unseen in sil - ver tone, Rings out the welcome strain, 
'Tis then that faith in Christ our Lord, Takes up thebliss-ful strain. 




Cho. We' 11 nev- er part a - gain be-loved, No nev - er part a - gain ; 
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O come and rest where all are blest, A nd nev - er part a - gain . 

When home at last our tri-alspast,We'll nev- er part a -gain. 

In mansions fair that Bell prepare,We'll nev -er part a -gain. 
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On yonderehorewhereitomw are o'er. Well nev -er part a -gain. 
Words and arrangement Copyright, 1896, by Theo. E. Perkina. 



Words arranged. 



GALLING THEE EOMK 49 

Music partly composed by Thbo. E. Pbbkins. 
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1. Wea - ry and wandering one, Je - sus is 

2. Wea - ry and wandering one, Je - bus is 

3. "Wea - ry and wand'ringone, Je - sus is 

SI 



call - ing, 
call - ing, 
call - ing, 
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Cho. — ^Wea-ry and wancl^ring one, Je - sus is call -ing, 
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Wea-ry and wandering one, Call- ing thee home; 
Wea-ry and wand'ringone, Call- ing thee home; 
Wea-ry and wand'ringone. Call- ing thee home; 




^^ 



S 



-^ 



Call- ing thee wea - ry one, C^ll-ing thee home. 
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Hard hath He fought for thee, Ten-der-ly sought for thee. 
Come, for the Sav-iour's face, Mak-eth each des - ert-place. 
No foes shall ven - ture there. No bur-dens en - ter there, 
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Chorus D. (?. 
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See He hath bought for thee. Par - don 

Shin -ing with love and grace, All the 

Je - sus, the cen - tre there, Call - eth 



at home, 
way home! 
thee home. 
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Copyright, 1896, by Theodore E. Perkins. 



50 OH. WHAT WILT THOU DO ? 

Lottie A. Newman. Hak&y C. Jones. 
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1. OhjWhat wilt thou do when the night com-eth on, When 

2. Oh, what wilt thou do when the tide ris - eth high, When 

3. Oh,what wilt thou do in the great jadgment day, When 

4. Oh, fly to the ref- uge, while still there is time, While 
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daylight is fad- i ng and hope nearly gone ; W^en fears liiaH op • 
life is de- part- ing and death draweth nigh ; The vain thiigi of 
heav-en and earth shall have all passed a - way ; When thy doom is 
God of- fers par- don and heal-ing di-vine; There, safe in that 
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- press thee,and dark billows roll. Oh, tell me, what then wilt thoa 

earth have no po w* r to con-sole ; Oh, tell me, what then wilt thou 

sealed and the death-knell shall toll, Oh, tell me, what then wilt thou 

shel - ter,sweet peace shall con-trol, For then ev- er-more 'twill be 
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Chorus. 
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do with thy soul ? 

do with thy soul ? \ What wilt thou do ? What wilt thou 

do with thy soul ? 

well with thy soul. Haste while there's time, Haste, while there's 
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Copyright, 1895, by John J. Hood. 



OH, WHAT WILT THOU DO ? Concluded. 
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do? Oh, tell me,whatthen wilt thou do with thy soul? 
time, For then ev - er- more 'twill be well with thy soul. 
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Fanny J. Crosby. 
Solo. 



GIVE THY HEART TO MR 

" Give me ifUne heart.*'— Frov. 23: 26. 



W. H. DOANX. 
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1. Hark! there eomes a whisper Stealing on thine ear; "Tis the Saviour 

2. With that Toiee so gen- tie, Dost thou hear Him say, Tell me all thy 

3. Wooidst thou &nd a ref-uge For thy soul oppremd? Je-sus kindly 

4. At the cross of Je - sus Let thy burden fall, While he gently 
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Refbain. 
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call- ing, Soft, soft and elear. 
sorrows. Come, come a- way? I Give thy heart to me, 
answers, I am thy rest, j 
whispers, I'll bear it all. -' Just now, 
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died for thee; Hark! hark! thy Sanoor calls, Come, sinner, come. 
Ocome. . 
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FOR TOU AND FOR MK 



W.L.T. 



Very slow pp. 



Will L. Thompson. 
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1. Soft - ly and ten - der - ly Je-sns is call-ing, 

2. Why should we tar - ry when Je-sus is plead-ing, 

3. Time is now fleet - ing, the moments are pass-ing, 

4. Oh, for the won - der - ful love He has prom-ised. 
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Call-ing for you and for me; 

Plead-ing for you and for me; 

Pass - ing from you and for me ; 

Promised for you and for me; 



See at the por-tal, He's 
Why should we lin-ger and 
Shadows are gath - er- ing, 
Tho' wehavesinn'dHehas 




wait-ing and watching, Watching for you and for meT 

heed not His mer-cies, Mer-cies for you and for me? 

death-beds are com- ing, CJom-ing for you and for me. 

mer-cy and par- don, Par- don for. you and for me. 
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Come home; come home ; Ye who are weary; come home ; 
Come home; come home, 



By per. of Will L. Thompson, East Liverpool, O., and The Thompson Music Co., 

Chicago, 111. 



FOR TOU AND FOR HE. Concluded. 
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Earnestly, tenderly, Jesus is calling, CalliDg,0 sinner,comehome! 
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THE FOUNTAIN NOW IS OPEN. 

Rev. Jos. Hart, 1759. 
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An*, by J. W. Van De Venter. 
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.. f Come, ye sm-nera, i)oor and need-y , Weak and woood-ed, sick and sore ; 

\ Je-8us read - y stands to save you, Full of pit - y,love,andpow'r; 
o f Now, ye need - y , come and welcome ; Grod' s free bounty glo-ri - fy ; 

\ Tmebe-lief and true re-pentance, Ev'ry grace that brings you nigh; 
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For the fountain now is o - pen, the fountain now is o - pen, 
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The foun-tainnowis o - pen, O sin-ner.won^tyou come? 
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3. 

Let not conscience make you linger; 

Nor of fitness fondly dream; 
All the fitness He requireth 

Is to feel you need of Him. 



4. 
Come, ye weary, heavy-laden, 

Bruised and mangled by the fall; 
If you tarry till you're better. 

You will never come at alL 



Copyright, 1894, by J. W. Van De Venter. 
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ONLY CHRIST. 



**Ibr other foundation can no man lay than that is laid, which is Jesus 

Christ:*— J. Cor. 3 : 11. 
Geo. Cooper. H. Millard. By per. 
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1. Only Christ can save your soul; On-ly He can calm your breast; 

2. Only Christ your steps can aid ; On-ly He can cleanse from sin ; 

3. Only Christ the Saviour tnie; On-ly He whocall-eth now; 
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Only Christ can make you whole; Only He can give you rest. 

Only Christ whose blood was paid, As the price your soul to win ! 

Only Christ who died for you, With the thorns upon His brow. 
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When the world and Mends forsake. When your sins oppress you sore. 
Would you find the Friend, of friends, Would your feet in gladness stray, 
He can lead you to that home, To the loved and ran^med Jriv'n, 
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When the storms around you break, T^o can hope and peace restore? 
Would you know the love He sends, Would you seek the Light, the Way ? 
He 



He can keep while here you roam, He can lead from earth to heav'n. 



Copyright, 1893, by S. T. Gordoa & Son. 
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ONLY CHRIST. Concluded. 
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Only Christ! Only Christ! He can hope and peace restore. 
Only Christ! Only Christ! He alone the Light, the Way! 
Only Christ! Only Christ! He alone can lead to heav'n. 




Only ChristI Only Christ! 



F. BoTTOME, D. D. 0, YE THAT ARE WEARY, sir h. r. bishop. 
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■• f O, ye that are wea - ry and la - den of soul, 

t Come, come to Uie fountain that mak-eth thee(Omi^.) whole. 




f There's i>eace in be - liev- ing,there*s rest in His name, 

t There's heal- ing for all in the blood of the (O/nii.) Lamb. 
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In the bos - om of Je - sus there on - ly is rest. 
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rest, 
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sweet, sweet rest D.S 
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2. Then come to the Saviour, ye weary and worn, 
Your burdens and sorrows for you he hath borne; 
No anguish that pierces, but pierced Him before, 

No thorn is so sharp, as the crown which He wore. — Cho. 

3. Rest, rest, blessed Jesus, O sweet rest at last. 
Like calm on the ocean when tempest is past; 
The morning-light breaketh in joy from above. 

And illumines my soul with His rainbow o^ \sss^. — CL'asi. 
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COME WITH THT BROKEN HEART. 



"The Lord is nigh unto them that are of a broken heart."— Fs. SI: 18. 
Fanny J. Crosby. T. E. Perkins. 
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1. Come, oh, come with thy broken heart, Laden with sin and care ; 

2. Firm - ly cling to the bless-ed cross, There shall my refuge be; 

3. Ck)me and taste of the precious feast, Feast of e-ter-nal love; 

I 



^ 



^=t 



I 



¥ 



*53* 



fe 



^ 



f 



^^g #g 



f± 




g 



:?2 



t=* 



D.C — Come,oh,come with thy broken heart, Weary and worn with care ; 

Fine. 
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Ck)me and kneel at the o - pen door, Je - sus is waiting there; 
Wash thee now in the crimson fount, Flowing so pure for thee; 
Think of joys that for ev - er bloom. Bright in the life a - boTe; 




Gome and kneel at the o - pen door, Je - sus is waiting there; 




^t-ing to heal thy wounded souT, Wait-ing to give thee rest; 
List to the gen -tie warning voice, List to the ear-nest call; 
Come with a trusting heart to God, Come and be saved by grace; 
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D.C. for Refrain. 




Why wilt thou walk where shadows fall? Come to His loving breast. 
Leave at the cross thy bur -den now, Je-sus will bear it all. 
Come, for He loves to clasp thee now, Close in His dear em - brace. 
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NOTHING BUT THE BLOOD OF JESUS. 57 

'* WUhotU shedding of blood is 7U) remiwton."~HKB. 9 : 22. 
Bev. Robert Lowry. Rev. Robert Lowby, By per. 




1 . What can wash away my stain ? Nothing but the blood of Je-sus; 

2. For my cleansing this I see — Nothing but the blood of Je-sus ; 

3. Nothing can for sin a - tone — Nothing but the blood of Je-sus ; 

4. This is all my hope and peace — Nothing but the blood of Je-sus; 
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What can make me whole a - gain ? Nothing but the blood of Jesus. 

For my par -don this my plea — Nothing but the blood of Jesus. 
Naught of ^od that I have done — Nothing but the blood of Jesus. 

This is aU my righteousness — Nothing but the blood of Jesus. 
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Refrain. 
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Oh, pre-cious is the flow That makes me white as snow; 
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oth - er fount I know, Nothing but the blood of Je-sus. 
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(Copyright, 1876, by Rev. Robert Lowry. 
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WHO SHALL ABIDE? 



Maroabbt Moody. " Lord, who shall oWde.*'— Ps. 15 : 1. 



W. A. Ogden. 







1. Who shall a-bide His com-ing? Who shall His chosen be? 

2. Who shall a-bide His com- ing ? When He ihiil elaim His own ; 

3. Who shall a-bide His com- ing ? Those who are un- de - filed; 
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When at the Lord's appear- ing, What shall He saj to Thee? 
Stand in the dayofHisjudgment,Spotless be-fore His throne? 
They who in fiiith have followed Christ as a lit -tie child. 
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Chosus. 
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1. &-2. Who. 
3. They 



shall a- bide?, 
shall a - bide, 




Who shall a-bide?. 

They shall a- bide, 



Who shall a-bide? 



a-bide? 




l.&2.Whoshalla-bide? 
3. They shall a- bide, 

shall a - bide? 



Who shall a - bide ? Who shall a-bide ? 
Theyshall a-bide. They shall a-bide? 
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Who shall a-bide? 
Theyshall a-bide. 



When at Thy judgment, O 
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By pennission, Silver, Burdette & Co. 
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WHO SHALL ABIDK Concluded. 
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Christ, ap-pear - ing, Who shall a -bide with Thee? 
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HAVE TOU HEABD? 



Bkv. S. a. 

Adagio, 



Rev. Sahuel Alman. 
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1. Have youknrd the news pro-dawd, How the wanderers are reclaim'd, 

2. Have joa keird how christians go, In - to homes of want and woe, 

3. In the sick ward by the cot, Where the fevered brows is hot, 

4. Let joar voic-es then pro-claim, In thehaaiti of sin and shame. 
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And the blind,and halt, and maim'd, Have a Friend in Je-sus? 

Just to let poor sin-ners know What a Friend is Je - sus? 

Great- are helps a- vail- ing not, O how sweet is Je-sus. 

Free for-give-ness in His name, Pre-cionsnameof Je - sus. 
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Chobus. 
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AFrieid in need a Friend indeed, Have yon this Frieid in Je- sus? 




Copyright, 1877, by Rev. Samuel Alman. 
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GOME, TE DISGONSOLATK 



"Ckrnie unto me and I wiU give you rert."— Matt. 2: 28. 

Thos. Moore and Thos. Hastings. Samuel Wkbbe. 

Choie. 
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1. Come, ye dis-oon - so -late! wher-e'er ye lan-gaish, 

2. Joy of the des - o - late! light of the stray-ing, 

3. Here see the bread of life: see wa-ters flow-ing 




Come to the mer - cy-seat, 
Hope of the pen - i - tent, 
Forth from the throne of Gk)d, 



fer - vent - ly kneel: 
fade - less and pare! 
pure from a - bove: 



m 



T»- 



f=;P 



m 



t. 



f9- 



9- 



PP^ 



s: 



Congregation. 
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Here bring your wound-ed hearts, here tell 
Here speaks the Com - for - ter, ten - der 
Come to the feast of love; come, ev 
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your an - guish ; 

- ly say - ing, 

- er know -ing, 
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Earth has no 
Earth has no 
Earth has no 



sor - row 
sor - row 
sor - row 



that heav'n 
that heav'n 
but heav'n 
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not cure. 

re - move. 
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COME, YE SINNERS. 

"Come, and let us return unto the Lord."— Roe. 6: 1. 
Rev. Joseph H^rt. 
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J. INGALLS. 

Fine. 






1. Come, ye sinners, poor and need-y, Weak and wooid-ed sick and sore, 
D.C.—Ue is a - ble, He is a - ble, He is willingdoabtnomore. 
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Je - sua read - y lUlai to save yon, Fnll of pit - y, love and pow^r; 






2. Gome, ye thirsty, come and weleone ; 
God's free bounty glorify; 
True belief and true repentance. 
Every grace that brings us nigh, 

Without money. 
Come to Jesus Christ and buy. 



3. Let not conscience make you Kiger 
Nor of fitne^ fondly dream; 
All the fitness He requireth 
Is to feel your need of 11 im; 

This He gives you — 
'Tis the Spirit's rising beam. 



TO-DAY. 

"To-day if ye vriU hear his voice."— Psa. 95; 7. 



Rev. 8. F. Smpth. 



Dr. L. Mason, 1831. 




1. To-daytheSaviourcalls: Ye wand' rers come; O, ye benighted 

2. To-day the Saviour calls : Oh, lis-ten now : With-in these sacred 
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souls, Why lon-ger roam? 
walls To Je - sus bow. 
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3. To-day the Saviour calls: 

For refuge fly; 
The storm of justice falls, 
And death is nigh. 

4. The Spirit calls to-day: 

Yield to His power; 
Oh,- grieve Him not away, 
'Tis mercy's hour. 
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THE MOTHER'S CALL. 



Words arranged by F. C. 



Music arranged by T. E. P. 
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soon 
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shall I reach thy 
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sweet 
heaven 
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mand, 
home, 

rest, 
me, 
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*' Loved one 
** Loved one 

Loved one 
Moth - er 
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come home." 1 
come home." / 

come home. 



come 
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IN THE HOUR OF TRIAL. 
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1 have prayed f<yr tA«."— Luke 22 : 32. 



Jauxs Montgombbt. 



Spenceb Lane. 
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1. In the hour of tri - al, Je - sua praj for me, 

2. With for- bid - den pleas -ures ; Wonld this vain world charm ; 

3. Should Thy mercy send me Sor- row, toil and woe; 

4. When my last hour com - eth, Fraught with strife and pain, 




Lest by base de - ni - al, I de-part from Thee. 

Or its sor - did treas - ures Spread to work me harm; 

Or should pain at -tend me, On my path be - low; 

When my dust re - turn- eth To the dust a - gain; 
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When Thou see'st me wav - er, With a look re - call, 
Bring to my re- membrance,SadGeth-sem-a - ne, 
Grant that I may nev - er Fail Thy hand to see; 
On Thy truth re - ly - ing Thro* that mor-tal strife, 
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Nor for fear or fav - or Suf-fer me to fall. 
Or in dark-er 8emblance,Cross-crowned Calva - ry. 
Grant that I may ev - er Cast my care on Thee. 
Je - Sds, take me, dy - ing, To e - ter - nal life. 
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CLING CLOSE TO THE ROCK 



"In fvM assurance qf faUh,"^B.SB. 10: 22. 



Rev. Alfred Taylor. 



Thko. E. PSRKINa 
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1. Cling close to the Rock, brother, dan - ger is near; 

2. Cling close to the Rock, brother, close - ly to - day, 

3. Cling close to the Rock, brother, close to the Rock, 
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Cling close to thy Say-ioar,and doubt not,nor fear; For Je - sus will 

Ere waves of temptation shall sweep thee a - way ; Cling close to the 

Tho' tempests may rage, and tho' billows may shock, For Je - sns the 
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hold thee, Al-mighty to save. Thy Je -. sns, who triumphed o*er 

Rock, in the time of thy grief, For Je - sus brings speedy and 

Sav-iour, thy Ref - uge, thy Friend, In mer - cy hath lov *d thee, and 
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death and the grave. 

pre-cious re - lief. [► Cfing close to the Rock, tho' the tempests may 
loves to the end. j 
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CLING CLOSE TO THE ROCK Gondaded. 
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shock, As-snred of sal - va - tion, in 
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Je - sns the Rock. 

I 



i 



^ 



s 



1^ 



f 



f^ 



PASS ME NOT. 

" Wliotoever ihaU caU upon the name qf the Lord shall be saved,*'— Bov. 10: 13. 
Fanny J. Crosby. W. H. Doank. 

1. Pass me not, O gen - tie Sav - iour, Hear my humble cry; 

2. Let me at Thy throne of mer - cy Find a sweet re- lief; 

3. Trust-ingon - ly in Thy mer -its, Would I seek Thy fiice; 

4. Thou, the spring of all my com -fort. More than life to me — 




While on oth-ersThon art smil-ing. Do not pass me by. 
Kneeling there in deep con - tri - tion, Help my un - be - lief 
Heal my wounded, broken spir - it. Save me by Thy grace. 
Whom have I on earth be - side Thee ? Whom in heav'n but Thee ? 
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D. 8. — ^While on others Thou art call - ing. Do not pass me by. 

Refrain • I>S. 
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- iour, Hear my hum - ble cry; 
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66 RETURN, WANDERER. 

Words Arranged. 

Tenor or Soprano, and Alto. 



Tho. £. Perkins. 
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1. Re - turn, O wand'rer, now re - turn, O seek thine 

2. Re -turn, O wand'rer, now re - turn. Thy Sav-iour 




in - jured Father*8 face Those new desires that in thee 
hids thee look and live; Go, sit thee at His feet and 
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ham, Are kindled by re - deem-ing grace, 
learn How freely Je - sus will for - give. 
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Alto Solo. 
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Re - tnm, O wanderer, now re - tnm, His preciona 
Re - turn, O wand'rer, now re - turn, The Spir-it 
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RETURN, WANDERER. Concluded. 6? 

Qaartciie or Chorus. 
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life for thee He gave. O think what an - gnish 
pleads, O hear His voice: Why ihoaldit thon still in 
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He has home, Thy trembling sonl from death to save, 
ex - ile mourn, A-rise, at once, he - lieve,re - joice! 




LOOK AWAY TO JESUS. 

Rbv. Henry Burton. (Help Thou me.) 



JOSKPH BaRNBY. 




1. Look a- way to Je - 
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BUS, Soul hy woe op - pressed; 
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'Twas for thee He suf - 



If I I 
fer'd Come to Him and 



rest. 
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4. Tho* thy foes may he many, 

Tho' thy strength he small, 
Look away to Jesus, 
He shall conquer all. 

5. Look away to Jesus, 

'Mid the toil and heat. 
Soon will come the resting 
At the Master's feet. 



2. All thy grie& He carried, 

AU thy sins He bore; 
Look away to Jesus 
Trust Him evermore. 

3. Look away to Jesus, 

Soldier in the fight; 
When the battle thickens 
Keep thine armor bright. 
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W. M. W. 



I FOR THEE WAS CRUCIFIED. 

Wm. M. Wbckerly. 

Moderato Affettuoso. 
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- ( I to thee d id be - ing ^ ve, What hast thou done for me ? ") 

* \ In Me thou dost moye and live, What hast thou done for Me ? j 
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Down from my Father's home a - bove, To thee I came with pitying love : 
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Will not such love thy spir-it move, And touch thy heart for Me ? 
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2. 

For this I ask thy sinful heart, 

Say, wilt thou give it Me ? 
With earth's vain pleasures wholly part, 

And cling to nought but Me; 

To serve Me with a willing heart, 

From all thy cherished idols part, 

And never more from Me depart. 

Wilt thou do this for Me? 

Copyright, 1883, by 
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Then, when the hour of death ahall eome, 

I will be with thee, 
141 take thee to My heavenly home, 

And thou shalt dwell with Me; 
Where pain and sorrow are naknowo, 
Where the redeemed around My throng 
Sing praises to the Three in One, 

Through all eternity. 
Wm. M. Weckerly, 



NOrmNG BUT A CONTRITE HEART. 69 

"For by grace are ye saved throltgh/aiUi^—Epa. 2 : 8. 
Josephine Pollard. Theo. £. Perkins. 




^i^^ ^ \i- M ^ ^ 



1. Full of sin tho* I may be, Jesus, Lord, I come to Thee; 

2. Thou hast died that I might live; Thou wilt pardon, and receive ; 

3. With the weight of sins opprest, Looking unto Thee for rest; 
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Since Thou dost demand of me Nothing but a contrite heart ! 
Tho' to Thee I can but give Nothing but a contrite heart ! 
Lord, I leave upon Thy breast Nothing but a contrite heart ! 
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Blessed Saviour, gracious King, All my j oy from Thee must spring, 
All the wealth of earth is Thine, All the worlds that o'er us shine, 
For salvation's gift so free, Fortheheav'n I hope to see; 
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Cleanse, and heal me, for I bring Nothing but a contrite heart! 

Nought of val-ue, Lord is mine. Nothing but a contrite heart! 

God, my Fa- ther, asks of me, Nothing but a contrite heart! 
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THROUGH THE BLOOD. 



A. P. Cobb. 



J. H. FiLLMORB. 




1. Have you touch'd the garments of the ho-ly One ? Are you wash'd in the 

2. Are you walking daily with your Lord in view ? Are you close to His 

3. Are you bring! ng nnDen to the sinners' Friend ? Does your life tell of 
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soul-cleansing tide ? Are your sins for-giv-en ? Do you hope for heaven 

dear, wounded side ? Do you love your Saviour ? Do you seek God's favor 

Je - BUS who died ? Do you have the Spir-it ? Do you peace in-her-it 
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Thro'thebloodoftheChri8tcrn-ci-fled?i Tkro' the blood, cleansing 

Thro' the blood of the Christ crn-ci-fied? >• 

Thro' the blood of the Christ cru-ci-fied ? J Thro' the blood 
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blood, Thro' the blood of the Christ crucified ! Are your sins forgiven ? 

cleansing blood, 
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THROUGH THE BLOOD. C!oiiclude(L 
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Do you hope for heaven Thro' the blood of the Christ cnici - 
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LORD, IM COMING HOME. wm. j. k.rkpatrick. 

With feeling. « 
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- j I've wandered far a- way fromGrod, Now I'm coming home; 
\ The paths of sin too long I've trod, (Omit.) 
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J^.S^;— O - pen wide Thine arms of love, (Omit.) 

Chorus. 




Lord, I'm coming home. Com-ing home, coming home, Never more to roam. 




Lord, I'm coming home. 

2. I've wasted many precious years, 

Now I'm coming home; 
I now repent with bitter tears. 
Lord, I'm coming home. 

3. I'm tired of sin and straying, Lord, 

Now I'm coming home; 
I'U trust Thy love, believe Thy word, 
Lord, I'm coming home. 

4. My soul is sick, my heart is sore, 

Now I'm coming home; 
My strength renew, my hope restore, 
Lord, I'm coming home. 

6. My only hope, my only plea. 
Now I'm coming home; 
That Jesus died and died for me, 
Lord, I'm coming home. • 

6. I need His cleansing blood, I know, 
Now I'm coming home; 
Copyright, 1892, by Oh, wash me whiter than the snow, 
\Vm. J. Kirkpatrick. Lord, I'm coming home. 



72 JESUS OF NAZARETH PASSETH BT. 

Emma Campbill. Thio. B. Pibeihs. 
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1. "Wliat means this ea-ger, anxions throng, Press -ing our bu - sy 

2. Who is this Je-sns? whyihonldHe The cit - y move so 

3. Ho! all yeheav-y - la-den come! Here'opar-don, com -fort, 

4. But if yon still this call re-fuse, And do such, won-droos 
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streets a-long, These wondrous gath 'rings day by day ? What means this 
migh-ti-ly? A pass-ing stranger, has He skill To move the 
rest, and home. Lost wond' rers from a Father's face Re - turn, ac • 
love a-buse. Soon will He sad - ly from you turn. Your bit - ter 
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strange commo - tion, say ? Voic- es in ac-cents hush'd re-ply : 
mul - ti-tude at will? A - gain the stir-ring tones re-ply: 
cept His prof-fered grace. Ye tempted, there's a ref-ugenigh, 
pray'rfor par- donspum. "Too late! too late!" will be the cry — 




" Je - sus of Naz - a-reth pass- eth by. "Voic - es in ac - cents 
•'Je - sus of Naz - a-reth pass- eth by." A - gain the stir - ring 
"Je - sus of Naz - a-reth pass- eth by." Ye tempt-ed, there's a 
**Je - sus of Naz - a-reth hathpassed 6y."*'Too late! too late!" will 
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JESUS. OF NAZARETH PASSETH BT. Concluded. 73 
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hush'd re - ply: "Je - sua of Naz - a - reth pass - eth by." 

tones re - ply: *'Je - sus of Naz - a - reth pass - eth by." 

ref - uge nigh: *'Je - sns of Naz - a - reth pass - eth by." 

be the cry: "Je - sns of Naz - a - reth nath passed by.'* 
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GOME IN, GOME! 



English. 
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1. Come in, O come! the door stands o • pen now; I knew Thy 

2. I seek no more to al - ter things or mend, Be - fore the 

3. Come, not to find, bat make this troubled heart A dwelling 
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voice; Loi*d Je-sus, itwas Thou; The sun has set long since; the 
com - ing of so great a Friend; All were at best un-seem-ly; 
worth -y ofTheeasThouart; To chase the gloom, the ter-ror, 
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storms be- gin; ^Tis time for Thee, my Sav-iour; O come in. 
and t' were ill, Be-yond all else to keep Thee wait- ing still. 
and the sin. Come, all Thy-self, yea coifie, Lord Je - sus, in! 
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GOME TO THE AKHS OF JESUS. 

"lb-day if ye hear his voice."— Ps. xcv: 7. 
Rev. M. Lowrie Hofford. T. M. Miller. By permission. 
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1. Come to the arms of Je-sus, O oomewith-out de-lay, 

2. Come to the arms of Je-sus, Re-cline on His dear breast, 

3. Come to the arms of Je-sus, And when the shades of night, 
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Come while the voice of mer - cy Is call -ing you to- day. 

Come, for theheav-y la - den Can find nosweet-er rest. 

Have wrapped the world in darkness, In Him you shall have light. 
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Duet. 




The gold - en gates are o - pen, To your ce - les - tial home, 
His lov - ing voice is call- ing. En- treat -ing you to come. 
Come while theSpir-it bids you. In sweet- est tones to come. 
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The shin - ingonesare wait -ing To hear yousay,"I come," 
His gen - tie armsare wait -ing To give you welcome home. 
The gold - en gates are o - pen To your ce - les -tial home. 
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GOME TO THE ARMS OF JESUS. Concluded. 7b 
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The shin-ingones are wait-ing To hear you say, **I come. 
His gen- tie anns are wait- ing To give you wel- come home. 
The gold- en gates are o- pen To your ce - les - tial home. 




W. T. L. 



JESUS BIDS YOU COME. 

( May be sung as a Solo.) Will L. Thompson. 




1. Je - BUS bids you come, 

2. Je - sus bids you come, 

3. Je - sus bids you come,. 

4. Je - sus bids you come, 

in i 



Je - sus bids you come: 

Je - sus bids you come: 

Je - sus bids you come: 

Je - sus bids you come: 




Earn - est - ly for you He's call - ing, Gent - ly at thy 

Wea - ry trav-^ler, do not tar - ry, Je - sus will thy 

Voi - oesmay not al - ways call you, "Late, too late,* ^ may 

Where *tis love and joy for - ev - er. Where we' 11 meet to 
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heart He's pleading, ' 'Come un- to Me, Come un - to • Me. ' ' 
bur-dens car - ry. Oh, will you come? Oh, will you come? 
yet be-fallyou,'**Whywillye die?""Why will ye die?" 
XMirt, no, nev-er, Sin-ner, come home. Oh, come, come home. 
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OH, TO BE NEARER THEE. 

**My soul foUotoeih hard after <A«;."--Ps. 63 : 8. 



F. R. Havkrgal. 



Theo. E. Perkins. 




- f Oh! to be near-er Thee, my Saviour, Oh! to be filled with 
^•\Oh!to a-bideinThineown fev-or, Oh! to be -hold Thy 



Q f Oh! to de-sire to spread Thy glo-ry. Seek- ing it as my 
< Oh ! to be tanght Thy strange sweet story Worthi - ly, ful - ly 
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Thy sweet grace; glo - rions face. Oh! to be ev 
on - ly aim; to pro-claim. 
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upward gazing, Glad with the sunshine of Thy love, Oh ^ to be 



apwara gazing 
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ev - er up- ward gazing, Glad with the sunshine of Thy love. 
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3. 

Oh! to go onward, self-forgetting, 
Willing to take the lowest place; 

Oh! to look upward, never letting 
Pride of the heart my glance abase. 



4. 



Oh! to become each day more lowly, 
More of Thy likeness e'er to gain; 

Oh! to be made as Thou are, holy, 
Oh ! to be freed from sin's dread ehiui. 
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JUST FOR TO-DAY. 
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Basil Wilberkorce. 
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Theo. E. Perkins. 
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1. Lord, for to-mor-row and its needs, I do not pray; 

2. Let me both dil - i - gent- ly work, And du - ly pray; 

3. Let me be slow to do my will, Prompt to o - bey; 

4. Let me no wrong or i - die word, Un- think-ing say; 

5. So for to-mor-row and its needs, I do not pray; 
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Keep me my God from stain of sin. Just for to - day. 

Let me be kind in word and deed, Just for to - day. 

Help me to mor - ti - fy my flesh, Just for to - day. 

Set Thou a watch up - on my lips, Just for to - day. 

But keep me,guide me, love me Lord, Just for to - day. 
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Chorus. 
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As thy day thy strength shall be. Wondrous word of love to me, 
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Lord, '>;is all I ask of Thee strength for 

0— 




to - day. 
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CHRIST IS ALL 

" IMto you ther^ore which believe he is predoiu."—!. Pet. il. 7. 



W. A. W1LLIAM& 




I entered once a home of care, For age and pen-n- ly were there ; 
Istoodbe-side a dy-ing bed, Where lay a child with aching head, 
I saw the mar-tyr at the stake, The flames eoold not his oonrage shake, 
I saw the gos - pel her-ald go To Afric's sand and Greenlaad'B snow, 

5. I dreamed that hoary time had fled, And earth and sea gave np their dead, 

6. Then come to Christ, oh ! come today, The Father,Son and Spirit say ; 



1. 
2. 
3. 
4. 
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Yet peace and joy with- al ; 
Wait-ing for Je - sns* call. 
Nor death his soul ap - pall ; 
To save from Satan's thrall; 
A fire dissolved this ball ; 
The Bride re-peats the call; 



I asked the lone - ly mother whence 

I marked hissmile,'twassweetas May; 

I asked Him whence his strength was gi v' n, 
Nor home nor life heconnt-ed dear, 

I saw the church's ransomed throng, 
For He will cleanse your guil-ty stains, 
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Her helpless widow-hood's de - fence. She told me "Christ was all." 
And as his spir - it passed a - way, He whispered * ^Christ is all. ' ' 
He looked triumphantly to heav' n. And answered * *Christ is all. " 
*Midst wants and perils owned no fear. And felt that' *Christ is all. ' ' 
I heard the bur-den of their song, 'Twas^Christisall in all." 
His love will soothe your weary pains. For "Christ is all in all." 
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CHRIST IS ALL. Concluded. 
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CTOBUS. ^^^ ^.^ I 2nc 



2nd time. 




Christ is all, all in all, Yes, Christ is all in all, Yes,Christ is all in alL 




INTERCEDE FOR MK 




1. O bless-ed feet of Je - sus, wea - ry of seeking me, 

2. O knees which bent in aDguish in dark 6eth-sem-a-ne, 

3. O hands that were extend-ed np - on the aw-f nl tree, 

4. O side from whence the spear-point brought blood and water free. 




Stand 

Kneel 

Hold 

For 



at God's bar of judgment and in-ter-cede for 

at the throne of glo - ry and in-ter-cede for 

up those pre-cious nail-prints and in-ter-cede for 

h^-ing and for cleausiug! still in-ter-cede for 



me; 
me; 
me; 




Stand 

Kneel 

Hold 

For 



^ 
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at God's bar of judgment and in-ter-cede for 

at the throne of glo - ry and in-ter-cede for 

up those pre-dous nail-prints and in-ter-cede for 

heal-ing and for cleansing, still in-ter-cede for 

1 



me. 
me. 
me! 
me! 
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BLESSED REDEEMER. 



Fanny J. Crosby. 



Theo. £. Perkins. 
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1. Bless -ed Re-deem-er, Gia-cions-ly hear us, Breathing de 

2. Tran-quil-ly fad-ing, Slow-ly de-cUn-ing, Twilight is 
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vo-tion like incense to Thee, Tender- ly shield us, Loving-ly 
pass-ing in beauty a- way, Now on Thy bos - om Safely re- 
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cheer us. Bless -ed Re-deem-er, Thy children are we. 
clin - ing, Teach us our Fa - ther, oh, teach us to pray. 
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While in Thy King-dom an - gels a - dore Thee, Joy - ful - ly 
Bless -ed Re-deem-er, leave us, oh nev - er. Till Thou hast 
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BLESSED REDEEMER. Gonclnded. 
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sing - ing, E v-er be - fore Thee, Grant our pe - ti - tion, hear! we im- 
bronght ns Over the riy - er, Till we shall praise Thee singing for 
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plore Thee, Yoic-es now sing -ing prais-es to Thee, 
ev - er, Je - sns our Sav - ionr, Glo - ry to Thee. 
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CROSS AND CROWN. 



"And he bearing his cross u>cn//or<A."— John 19 : 17. 
Tho'8. Shephekd. Geo. N. Allen, 1849. 
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1 . Must Je - sns bear the cross a - lone, And all the world go free ? 

2. The con - se-crat-ed cross I' 11 bear, Till death shall set me free ; 

3. Up - on the crystal pavement, down At Jesus' pierced feet, 

4. O precious cross! O glorious crown! O resurrection day! 
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No, there's a cross for ev-'ry one, And there's a cross for me. 
And then go home my crown to wear, For there's a crown for me. 
With joy I' 11 cast my golden crown. And His dear name repeat. 
Ye angels, from the stars come down, And bear my soul away. 
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BE REABT WHEN HE GOMES. 



A. P. Cobb. 
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J. H. FiLLMOBE. 
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1. Are you read-y for your Lord, should He come? ihonld He come? 

2. Oh, there' 11 be re - j oic- iug when He comes ! when He comes ! 

3. See the saints en - ter in when He comes! when Becomes! 
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you ready for His sum - mons home? (summons home?) 

If we hear Him say - ing : " Children come ! ( ' ^Children eome ! ) 
To the wedding when the Bride - groom comes! (when He comes ! ) 



Are 
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Does your anxious spir- it bum. His ap- pear- ing to dis-cem? 



Does your afaxiofis spir - it bum, His ap - pear- ing to dis-cem ? 

Gome,ye bless-ed en -ter in, I havecleans'dyoufromallsin!'* 

Brightly bum-ing is each light. And in raiment spot-less white, 
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Are you read - y 
Oh,thereUl be 
See! the saints 
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if your Lord should come? 

re - joic-ing when He comes! 
en - ter in when He comes! 
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BE READY WHEN HE GOMES. Conclnded. 
Chosds. 
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Oh, be lead -7 for Him when He comes! when He comes! 
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Oh, be read - y for Him when He comes! Be it 
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midnight, be it morning, When He gives the sol-emn warning, 
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Oh, be read-y, be 
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read-y, when He comes! 
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ON TO VICTORY. 
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T. E. P. 
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1. Saints^for whom the Saviour bled, In your Captain's footsteps tread ; 

2. Chris- tian sol-dier, on with me! Soon your en - e-mies must flee; 

3. By the ransom which He gave, By His triumph o'er the grave, 
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Fol- low Je - sus, and be led On to vie - to - ry! 

Your re - ward be - fore you see Sparkling from on high! 

Trust His mighty pow'r to save; Firm and Mth- ful be: 
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See your foeman take the ground ; While the sig-nal trumpets sound, 

Boldly take the glorious field; You may fall — but must not jield; 

And when death's dark hour is nigh. When the tear-drop dims the eye. 
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Hear His ac- cents pour a - round Cheering mel - o - dy! 
You shall write up - on your shield Vict'ry though you die! 
You shall, in the part- ing sigh, Gi'asp the vie - to - ry. 
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HEAR AND ANSWER PRATER 
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Fanny J. Crosby. 



Wm. J. KiRKPATRiCK. By per. 
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1. *1 am praying, blessed Sav - ior, To be more ud more like Thee ; 

2. I am praying, blessed Sav-ior, For a faith so clear and bright; 

3. I am praying to be hnmbled By the pow*r of grace divine, 

4. I am praying, blessed Savior, And my constant prayer shall be 
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i am praying that Thy Spir-it, Like a dove may rest on me. 
That its eye will see Thy glo-ry Thro' the deepest, darkest night. 
To be clothed upon with meekness. And to have no will but Thine. 
For a per - feet consecration, That shall make me more like Thee. 
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Chorus. 




Thou who knowest all my weakness, Thou who knowest all my care, 
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While I plead each precious promise. Hear, oh, hear and answer pray 'r. 
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Dr. J. G. Morgan. 



SAVED IN TEMPTATION. 

"I have redeemed <Aec."— Isa. 43: 1. 
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Tbbo. E. Pikkins. 
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* f When sub-tie temp-ta- tions8ur-pris-es, From honr to 
* \ The spir - it of Je - sus a - ris - es, ( Omit. 



2 f Stand up broth-er sol- dier,in Je-sus! Hispow-er was 
' (Each moment He saves from tempta-tion, {Omit 
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hour all day; 



ne'er known to fail ; 



) With -in me and leads me to pray. 



) As Mth still re-fus - es to quail; 
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Kefbaik. 




Dear Je - sus, I praise Thee! I trust Thee! I know Thou dost 
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save me to - day; 



I trust Thee! I praise Thee! I 
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SAVED IN TEMPTATION. Concluded. 
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love Thee! Thou sav - est me sweet-ly 



to - day. 




I cannot afford to be conquered, 
The mighty One walks by my side ; 

The power of Jesus within me, 
To Mth He has never denied. 



Oh! yes, I am saved as I trust Him, 
His gentle, omnipotent arms 

Enfold me in loving enclosure. 
Secure in the midst of alarms. 



"THE LORD WATCH BETWEEN ME AND THEK" 

Gen. 31:49. (Benediction.) W. H. Doane. 
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The Lord watch between me and thee. The Lord watch be - 

me and thee, 
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tweenmeand thee, The Lord watch between me and 

me and thee. 
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thee, When we are absent one from an-oth - er. A - men. 
me and thee, g 
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E. E. Hewitt. 



SUNSHINE IN THE SOUL. 

Jno. R. Sweney. By per. 
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1. There's sunshine in my soul to-day, More glo-ri-ousand bright 

2. There's mu - sic in my soul to-day, A car-ol to my King; 

3. There's spring-time in my soul to-day ; For when the Lord is near 

4. There's gladness in my soul to-day, And hope,aud praise,and lore, 




Than glows in an - y earthly sky, For Je - sus is my light. 
And Je - sus list- en -ing, can hear. The songs I can-not sing. 
The dove of peace sings in my heart, The flow'rs of grace appear. 
For blessings which He gives me now. For joys "laid up" above. 
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Oh, there's sun - - shine, bless - ed sun - shine, 
sunshine in the soul, bless - ed sunshine in the soul. 
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When the peaceful, hap-py moments roll; When 

happy moments roll; 
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SUNSHINE IN THE SOUL. Concluded. 
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Je - sns shows His smiling face, There is sunshine in my soul. 
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FOLLOW ALL THE WAY. 

Rev. Elisha A. Hoffman. Arr. by Ira Orwiq Hoffman. 




1. I can hear my Saviour calling, In the tend'rest accents calling; 

2. Tho' the way be dark and dreary, Tho' my feet be worn and weary, 

3. Je-sus, ev-er go before me. Shining heaven^s sunlight o^er me, 







Cho. — I will take my cross and follow, My dear Saviour I will follow, 
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On my ear these words are falling, "Take thy cross, and daily follow me." 
Yet my heart keeps bright and cheery, As I follow, follow all the way. 
And when weak,by grace restore me As I follow, follow all the way. 



/J. r-- 



g FfW^ , "ni'r.-^i ^ 4|^% a i 



Where He leads me I will follow, I'll go with Him, with Him all the way. 



4. 
Thro' the valley safely lead me. 
Heavenly manna daily feed me; 
Every hour, dear Lord, I need Thee 
As I follow, follow all the way. 



5. 

In Thy heart's aflfection hold me, 
In Thy arms of love enfold me. 
And with Thine own grace uphold me, 
As I follow, follow all the way. 
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SAVE ONE. 



E. E. Hewitt. 
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W. J. KiRKPATBiCK, by per. 
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^ ( Out in the breakers are per-ishingflouls, Save one, 

* \ Out where the current of sin madly rolls, Save one, 
A f Out intbedarknessof sin'sawfulnight,Saveone, 

' \ Tell them of Je-sus, and lead to the light, Save one, 
Q f Out on the mountain so sad- ly a-stray, Save one, 

' \ From the sweet home-land so far, far away, Save one, 
^ r Lov'd onesor Btrangen, whoe'er they may be. Save one, 

* \ Go in his Spir-it who saves you and me, Save one. 



save one 
save one 
save one 
save one 
save one 
save one 
save one 
save one 
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Pit - y the per-ish-ing, La -bor and pray; Hast -en to 
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res - cue them. Save one to-day, 
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Then in your heart will be 
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heav - en be - gun. Save one, 



save one. 
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SOLDIERS OF THE CROSS. 
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1. Soldiers of the cross a- rise! Lo! yonr leader from the skies, 

2. Jesus conquered when He fell, Metand vanquish'd earth and hell, 

3. Onward, then, ye hosts of God, Je - sua points the victor's rod, 
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Waves before you glo-ry*s prize. The prize of vie- to - ry; 
Now He leads you on to swell The triumphs of His cross. 
Fol - low where your leader trod; You soon shall see His fiwje. 
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Seize your armor, gird it on. Now the bat- tie will be won, 
Tho' r-11 earth and hell appear, Who will doubt, or who can fear? 
Soon your en - e - mies all slain, Crowns of glo-ry you shall gain, 
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See! the strife will soon be done; Then struggle man - ful - ly. 
God our strength, and shield is near — We cannot lose our cause: 
Rise to j oin that glorious train : Who shout the Saviour's praise. 
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Rev. Alfred Taylor. 



WORK FOR THE MASTER. 

"Do it toith thy might"— Eccu 9 : 10. 



Theodore E. Perkins. 
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1. Work, for the Master calleth us today; Work, precious Book to save; 
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Work, while the hours are passing swift away ; Work with soul true and brave. 
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Chobus. 
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Grod be near us, help us to-day! God watch over us, lest we stray ; 




Father,in mercy keep us all the way; Jesus, hear us when we pray. 

m 






2. Work, with a spirit full of Jesus' love ! 

Work, with a joyful song ; 
Work, for the glory waiting us above ; 
Work, with heart firm and strong. — Cho. 

3. Work, for the vineyard waiting for us stands ; 

Work, while there yet is light ; 
Work, with a cheerful heart and willing hands ; 
Work, for soon cometh night. — Cho. 

4. Work, till the golden harvest fills the field, 

Work, in the Saviour's might ; 
Work, for the joy the reaping time shall yield ; 
Work, for mansions of light. — Cho. 
Copyright, 1896, by Theo. £. Perkins. 



YOUR MISSION. 
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Mrs. Ellen H. Gates. 



Russell H. Conwell, 1867. 
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- r if you cannot on the ocean Sail among the swiftest fleet, 

t Rocking on the mighty billow, 
2 f If you cannot in the harvest Gather up the richest sheaves, 

\ Many a grain both ripe and golden, 
„ f Do not then stand idly waiting For some nobler work to do, 

\ For your heavenly Father's glory, 
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Laughing at the storms you meet. You can stand among the sailors, 
Which the careless reaper leaves. You can glean among the briers, 
Ev-er earnest, ev-er true; Gro and toil in an - y vineyai-d, 
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Anchored yet within the bay, You can lend a hand to hel^ 
Growing rank against the wall, And it may be that the shad - 
Work in i)atience and with pray 'r, If you want a field of la - 
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them, As they laanch their boats a - way; boats a - way. 
ows Hide the heaviest wheat of all, wheat of all. 
bor Yon can find it an • y - where, an - y - where. 
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Nellie Montgomery. 



ON THE WINGS OF THE MORN. 

"The wings of the morning."— Ps. 139: 9. 

W. H. DoANK. By per. 




1. On the wings of the mom,8peed,08peed,ye a- way; There are 

2. On the wings of the monif speed a-way, then, O speed ; Lo! the 

3. On the wings of the mom, speed ye on- ward His love ; Tho' the 
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millions who per- ish be-cause of de - lay ; Sound the tiUmp of Sal 
hungry are cry- ing ; go help ye their need ; When ye know that a 
tempter de - fi - eth, Christ reignetha-bove; Tell the wea- ry He 




vation, ye her- aids of light ; Let the beams of His bean ty dis - 
Saviour each want can sup- ply, Will ye still lin-ger on , will ye 
gi v-eth a rest from their cares, And proclaim to the fettered that 
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pel all the night. Speed the« on, speed thee on, Speed thee on to - 
leave them to die ? 
freedom is theirs. onward, onward, 
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ON THE WINGS OF THE MORN. Concluded. 
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day; Speed thee on, speed thee on, Speed thee on to-day. 
onward, onward, 



jS^ >J f .1- 




MORE LOVE TO THEK 



Mbs. Pbbntiss. 
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T. E. Perkins. 
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1. More love to Thee, O Christ! More love to Thee! 

2. Once earth -ly joy I craved. Sought peace and rest; 

3. Let sor- row do its work. Send grief and pain; 
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Hear Thou the pray*r I make, 
Now Thee a - lone I seek, 
Sweet are Thy mes - sen - gers. 
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On bend-ed knee; 
Give what is best: 
Sweet their re - frain. 
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D.8. — More love, O Christ! to Thee, More love to Thee! 
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This is my earn- est plea, 

This all my prayer shall be, — 

When they can sing with me, — 



t- 

-More love, O Christ! to Thee, 
More love, O Christ! to Thee! 
More love, O Christ! to Thee! 
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SING THE GOOD TIDINGS. 



E. E. Hewitt. 



Theo. E. Perkins. 




1. Sing the glad tidings of mer-cy, Mer-cy abounding and free; 

2. If for His love you are longing, If His sal- va-tion you crave; 

3. Tho^you are far in the des - ert, Out in the darkness and cold; 

4. Then, when you know His salvation, Finding delight in His ways; 
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Love that has purchased salvation, Sav-ing a sin-nerlike me. 
C!ome to this glo-ri - ous Sav-iour, A - ble and willing to save. 
Call and the ^viour will hear you, Car-ry you home to the fold. 
Tak-ing the message to oth - ers, Join in the cho-rus of praise. 
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wonderful ti - dings, Tidings of mercy — All praise to His name. 
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RESCUE THE PERISHING. 

**Lord, save tta; tue pm«A."— Matt. 8: 25. 
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Fanny J. Crosby. 



W. H. DOANK. 
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1. Res - cue the perishing, Care for the dy - ing, Snatch them in 

2. The* they are slighting Him, Still He is wait-ing, Wait - ing the 

3. Down in the human heart, Crush 'd by the tempter, Feel-ings lie 

4. Res - cue the perishing, Du - ty demands it ; Strength for thy 




pit - y from sin and the grave; Weep o'er the err- ing one, 
pen - i-tent child to re-ceive; Plead with them earnest - ly, 
bur-ied that grace can re-store; Touch'd by a lov - ing heart, 
la -bor the Lord will pro-vide; Back to the nar-row way 
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Lift up the fall - en, Tell them of Je - sus, the might-y to save. 
Plead with them gently, He will forgive if they on - ly be-lieve. 
Wakened by kindness, Chords that were broken will vibrate once more. 

Pa-tient-ly win them; Tell the poor wand'rer, a Saviour has died. 
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Refrain. 




Rescue the i)erishing,Care for the dying ; Jesus is merciful, J esus will mt. 
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PROMISED GRACR 

"Hear my prayer Lord."—Ts. 102: 1. 
Mrs. Cbeo Alstiqub. Theo. E. PEBKnra. 
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1. Take my heart, O loviDgSavioiir,On - ly this have I to give, 

2. Take my heart, O loving Saviour, Bend Thy will to Thine control. 
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Hearmy willing con-se-cra-tion, Thine for -ev-er Thine to live; 
Let me feel Thy presence nearer, Bless-ed refnge of my soul; 
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Lead Thou on and I will fol-low, Whereso' er my path may be. 
Thro* this world of care and sorrow, O * tis joy to trust in Thee, 




Lord , T know that all suf-fi - dent Is Thy promised grace to me. 
And to know that all suf-fi -cient Is Thy promised grace to me. 



''"'n I'll nil Ml 
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JESUS, MT SAVIOUB. 



99 



X W. VAX Dl VINTXB. 




Arr. by Oio. Biavibson. 
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- f Je - sos,my Savionr, Keep me ev - er near Thy side, 

\ Hcdp me to trust Thee, In Thy love (Omit ) a - bide; 
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When the storms assail me, And the billows 'ronnd me roll. In Thy 
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bo - eom fold me, Hide my troubled soul. { ^^ ^^ , ^^°^' 
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Leave, oh, leave me not a- lone, Make Thy pres-ence known. 
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2. Comfort in sorrow, 

In afiftiction be my friend; 
Draw me still nearer, 

Lead me to the end; 
When the world forsakes me, 

And its friendship pmei oDtroe, 
In Thy tender mercy 
Gently lead me through. 
Copyright, 1895, by Weeden 



3. Dovni in the valley 

Leave me not alone to die. 
When time is fleeting, 

Jesns, draw me nigh. 
Jnst a little closer. 

Nearer to Thy loving breast. 
When we cross the river 
To the land of rest, 
and Van De Venter. By per. 
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C. Wesley. 



JESUS, LOVER OP MY SOUL. 

''Thou art my hiding place."— F». 32: 7. 



Theo. E. Perkins. 



^m 



^m 



s. 







1. Je - BUS, lov - er of my soul, Let me to Thybo-som fly, 

2. 0th -er ref-ugehavel none, Hangs my helpless soul on Thee; 

3. Thou, O Christ, art all I want; More than all in Thee I find: 
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While the near - er wa- tera roll, While the tem-pest still is high. 
Leave, oh, leave me not a - lone, Still sup-port and com-fort me. 
Raise the fal-len,cheerthe faint. Heal the sick, and lead the blind. 
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Hide me, O my Sav-iour hide, Till the storm of life is past; 

All my trust on Thee is stayed. All my helpfromTheel bring; 

Just and ho - ly is Thy Name, I am all unrighteous - ness: 
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Safe in -to the ha -ven guide, O re-ceive my soul at last. 
Gov - er my de-fence-less head With the shad-ow of Thy wing. 
Vile, and full of sin I am. Thou ad: full of truth and grace. 
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AT THY CROSS. 

( Martyn.) 
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Simeon B. Mabsh, 1834. 
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- f Je - sus, Mas - ter res - cue me, 

\ Thou hast triumphed o'er the grave, 

Q f Je - sus, Mas - ter hear my cry 

\ On these sight -less eyes of mine, 
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Weak and help- less, 
Thou hast died my 
Pass me not un - 
Let Thy beams of 
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/). C— Trembling at 
D. C— Trust - ing, at 
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Thy cross I bow. 
Thy cross I bow, 

Fink. 



Je - sus,Mas-ter 
Je - 8us,Mas - ter 
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this my 
soul to 
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mer - cy 
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^^^^ I Though my sins are crim - son 
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shine. / 



Lord I know Thou canst for - 
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cleanse me now. 
heal me now. 




red, 
give, 



Thou for me Thy blood hast shed; 
Bid, O bid me look aud live; 
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3. Jesus, Master praise to Thee, 
For Thv wondrous love to me: 
From the mountain wild aud steep 
Thott hast brought Thy wandering sheep. 
Thou hast washed my sins away, 
Turned my darkness into day; 
Joyful at Thy cross I bow. 
Thou dost save and save me now. 

Note.— The words " Jesus lover of my soul " on the oposite page may be 
to this tune. 

Words Copyrighted by Theo. E. Perkius. 
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Birdie Bill. 
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THE GOSPEL LIGHT. 

"Do U VfUh thy migfU."-^Ecch. 9 : 10. 

-M- 



Thbo. E. Pkbkihs. 
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1. Flash ont the light to the souls that repine, Comfort their hearts 

2. Car - ry the light to the sad ones oppressed, Watching and wait- 

3. Send out the light o'er the ocean's broad wave, Ma - ny are call- 

4. Speed on the light to each far distant shore, Tell them of Je- 
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with its radiance di - vine, 

ing and long-ing for rest, 

ing for some one to save; 

sus, the Lord we a-dore. 



Ma - ny are dwell-ing 
Leave them no long - er 
In the dark val - ley. 
Tell of His com -ing. 
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sorrow's dark night, Help them, my brother, O flash out the light ! 

darkness and night. Has -ten, O has- ten, and car-ry the light! 

lof - ti - est height. Tar - ry no long - er, but send out the light ! 

ho - ly and bright. Haste on your mission, O speed on the light ! 
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Refrain. 
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Flash out the light to the sonls tempest-tossed, Car-iy its beams 
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THE GOSPEL LIGHT. Condnded. 
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to the stray -ing and lost. Send ont the rays that all 
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peo- pie may see, Speed on the day of the Lord's jn-bi-lee. 




JESUS, THE VERY THOUGHT. 



S. Caswbll, tr. 



'Fw he SJiUfieth the longing sou/."— Ps. 107; 9. 



John B. Dykbb. 




1^ II. 

1. Jesus the ver - y thought of Thee With iweetnen fills my breast ; 

2. Nor voice cau sing nor heart can frame,Nor can the mem 'ry find, 

3. Oh, hox)e of ev - 'ry con-trite heart! Oh, joy of all the meek! 
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y But sweeter far Thy face to see And in Thy presence rest. 
A sweeter sound than Thy blest name, O Saviour of mankind. ^ 
To those who fall, how kind Thou art! How good to those who seek. 




And those who find Thee, find a bliss, 
Not tongue nor pen can show; 

The love of Jesus, what it is 
None but His loved ones know. 



Jesus! our only joy be Thou. 

As Thou our prize mlt be; 
Jesus! be Thou our glory now. 

And through eternity. 
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SPEED AWAY ! SPEED AWAY ! 



Riv. C. Cooke. 
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I. B. Woodbury. 
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1. Speed a -way! speed* way! O ye her-alds of light, Theieare 

2. Let the Church to the help of Je-hovah draw near — Come with 

3. Speed a -way! speed away with themessage from heay'n, To all 
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mil-lions enshrouded in nature's dark night, Who are willing to 

love, and with faith, and with fer-vor in pray'r! Let her fling to the 

na-tions of men let the tid-ings be given That Messi- ah has 
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hear, and the truth to re-ceive. But know of no Saviour on 

breeze the pure ban-ner of truth, And enlist in the struggle her 

triumphed, — His foes are all slain, And the earth as an E - den is 
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whom to believe. Oh, they're dying by thousands in sin ev'ry day! 
warm-hearted youth; Let the parents and children, and ev'ryonesay — 
blushing again ! O great Saviour, let nothing this conquest delay ! 
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SPEED AWAY ! SPEED AWAY ! Concluded. 105 
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Speed a -way! speed a - way!.... ... 

Speed away! speed away! 
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speed a - way! 
speed away! 
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WHO WILL GATHER? 



C. H.G 



Chas. H. Gabriel. 




^ f Lo! the harvest field is bending, Who will reap the gold-en 
* \ There are ma - ny i - dly standing In the mark -et, and the 
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grain, Who will bear the sheaves a - way ? ) , ai. o 

i«nA ^x^.^^^n^AC)rr.ri\ > reapers,where are they ? 



lane, But the {Omit.) / 
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Who will gather, who will gather ? Who will gather in the golden grain ? 




See the many that are waiting, 
'Round about the golden field, 

All in idleness to-day; 
They have themes, |they have suggestioDS, 
For the labor and the yield. 

But the reapers, who are they? 



Hasten, brother, to the harvest, 
To the harvest of the Lord! 

Gather sheaves from near and far, 
So that when the Master calleth. 
This shall be the welcome word : — 

'* Blessed reapers, here they are! " 



Copyright iii ''Scriptural Songs," used by permission. 
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THE FIRM FOUNDATION. 



"The foundation qf God ttandeth sure."—Il. Tim. 11 : 19. 
Gborgb Kbith. Portuouesb Htmn. 
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1. How firm a fonn - da - tion, ye saints of the Lord, 

2. *Tearnotf I am with thee, O be not dis - mayed, 

3. "When thro' the deep wa- tera I call thee to go, 

4. **The soul that on Je - sus hath leaned for re - pose, 
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Is laid for your faith in His ex - eel - lent word! 

For I am thy Grod, I will still give thee aid; 

The riv - ers of sor - row shall not o - ver-flow; 

I will not, I will not de - sert to his foes; 
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What 
I'll 
For 

That 



more can He 
strengthen thee, 

I will be 
soul, tho' all 



say, than to you He hath said, 

help thee, and cause thee to stand, 

with thee, thy tri - als to bless, 

hell should en - deav - or to shake, 
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you, who for 
held by My 
sane - ti - f y 
nev - er, no 

III I 
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ref - uge to Je - sus have fled? 
gra- cious,om - nip - o - tent hand, 
to thee thy deep - est dis - tress, 
nev - er, no nev - er for - sake!" 
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THE FIRM FOUNDATION. Concluded. 
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To yon, who for ref - age to Je - sns have fled? 

Up - held by My gra - cioiU},om - nip - o - tent hand. 

And sane - ti - f y to thee thy deep - est dis- tress. 

1*11 nev - er, no nev - er, no nev - er for* sake!" 
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JESUS, I LONG FOR THER 

"In thy light thaU we tee UghtJ^—Fs. 36 : 9. 



FankyCbosby. 



Thbo. E. PBBKnra. 
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1. Je-sns, I long for Thee, While here I roam; Earth has no 

2. Grant me a light di-vine. While here I roam, O'er my dark 

3. There shall I see His face. No more to roam;Cla8p'dinHis 
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joy for me, Heav'n is my home ; When shall my sonl a- rise, 
path toshine,Heay'nis my home. Oh, my sad heart, be still 
dear embrace;Heav'n is my home. Soon shall my spir - it rise, 




m 



Joyful with glad surprise Up to its native skies ? HeaM is my home. 

Patient in ev-ery ill, Thine be a Father's will ; HeaTi is my home. 

Joyful with glad surprise, Up to its native skies ; Heaf'n is myhome. 
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HIDING IN THE ROCK. 



"3%ou art my rock and fortress."— Pa. 71 : 3. 
Rev. H. B. Hartzler. Chas. H. Gabriel. Arr. by D. B. Towner. 
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1. In the Rock of A -ges hid - ing, I have found a sure re - treat; 

2. In the Rock of A -ges rest -ing, I en -joy a sweet re -pose, 

3. In the Rock of A-ges trust-ing, I am kept in per -feet peace; 
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In the Refuge now a - bid - ing, I have found a joy complete. 

Where the grace of God for - ev - er Like a mighty riv - er flows. 

In the hope of glo - ry wait- ing, Till the toil of life shall cease. 
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While the storm a-round me rag - es, And the angry billows roar, 
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I am hiding in the Rock of A - ges, I am safe for- ev- er - more. 




Copyright. 1887, by D. B. Towner. 



I LONG TO KNOW THEE BETTER. 
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" Whom to know aright is life eternal. 



MBS. M. L. Davidson. 



J. H. Fillmore. By per. 
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1. I long to know Thee better, To un - derstand Thy will, 

2. O Saviour, dmw me near-er. There's safety at Thy side, 

3. With Theethedes-ert drea-ry Is robbed of all its gloom, 
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That I may loose the fet - ter, That keeps me from Thee still. 

And there Thy love is dear - er. Than all the world be - side. 

The way so long and wea-ry Like summer gardens bloom. 
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Choeus. 
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I long to know Thee better. To un-derstand Thy will. 
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My Sav-iour and my help - ei^^ Thy love in me ful - fil. 
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FATHER, HEAR MK 



Arrftnged from Abt. Harmonized for this work. 
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1. Fa- ther, hear me when I call, When my tears re - pentaut 

2. When the day of life shall fade; When I pass the gloomy 
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fall, When the bil-lowso'erme roll, Be the ref-ugeof my 
shade, Fa-ther, may I fear no ill, Be thy staff my comfort 
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soul. Hide me in Thy secret place, Hold me in Thine arm of grace, 
still. Hide me in Thy secret place, Hold me in Thine arm of grace, 
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Hear Thy child by sin 
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op - pressed ! Lord, I am 
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FATHER, HEAR MK Conclnded. 

Do not hurry. ^ ^ ^^ 
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wea - ry, oh, let me rest, Lord, I am wea-ry, oh, let me rest, 
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Chablotte Elliott. 



JUST AS I AM. 

( For Male Voices.) 



Wm. G. Fischer. 




1. Just as I am, with -oat one plea, But that Thy blood was 

2. Just as I am, and wait-ing not To rid my soul of 

3. Just as I am, tho' tossed a - bout With many a cou - flict, 

4. Just as I am — poor, wi^etched, blind; Sight, ridies, healing 
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shed for me, 
one dark blot, 

many a doubt, 
of the mind, 



And that Thou bidd'st me come to Thee, 
To Thee whose blood can cleanse each spot, 

Fightings with -in, and fears with- out. 
Yea, all I need, in Thee to find, 
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O Lamb of Grod, I come! 
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Q'ff^ ^ L t f'-<- /j.>g-ll Hath broken every barrier < 
. ft [ I TT I I \J!h^V\ Now, to be Thine, yea, Thi: 
' • "^ O Lamb of God, I come ! 



5. 
Just as I am-r-thou wilt receive. 
Wilt welcome, pardon cleanse relieve; 
Because Thy promise I believe, 
O Lamb of God, I come ! 

6. 
Just as I am — Thy love unknown 

down; 
Thine alone. 



Ck>pyright, 1893, by Wm. Q. Fischer. 
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SHEPHERD DIVINE. 

"The Lord is my shepherd"— Fa. 23 : 1. 



Thbo. E. Pkrkiki. 




1. Gen-tly thro* Thy pastures guide, Shep-herd di - vine; 

2. Se - cret foes Thy sheep alarm, Shep-herd di - vine; 

3. Once Thy brow was crowned with thoms,Shepherd di - vine; 

4. By the wa - ters dark and deep, Shep-herd di - vine; 
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Where the liv - ing streamlets glide, Shep-herd di - vine; 
Keep, O keep them safe from harm, Shep-herd di - vine; 
Feet and hands were bruis'd and torn, Shep - herd di - vine; 
Thou dost seek Thy wandering sheep, Shep-herd di - vine; 




Or in tan-gled wilds maybe Where no eye the path can see. 
Weak and wil - ful, oft we stray, Call us back to Thee we pray, 
All for love Thou camest down. Left Thy roj'al throne and crown, 
Back from deserts drear and cold. Thou wilt bring them to Thy fold. 
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Still we fol - low trust - ing Thee, Shep - herd di - vine. 
Back to Thine own chos - en way, Shep - herd di - vine. 
Faced the cold world's bit - ter frown, Shep - herd di - vine. 
To Thy boundless love un - told, Shep - herd di - vine. 
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FM A PILGRIM GOING HOHR 
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Unknown. 



THxa E. Pkbkins. 








1. Christains,! am on my jonmey, E'en I reach the narrow sea, 

2. I was lost , bnt Je - bus foand me, Tanght my heart to seek His face ; 

3. Now my sonl with rapture glowing, Sings a-lond His pardiiog love; 

4. I shall yet be - hold my Saviour, When the day of life is o'er; 
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I would tell the wondrous sto-ry, What the Lord hath done for me. 
From a wil d and lonely des - ert. Brought me to His fold of grace. 
Lookbe-yond a world of sor- row. To the pilgrim's home above. 

I shall cast my crowns before Him, I shall praise Him ev-er- more. 
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Chorus. 




Glo-ry, glo - ry hal-le 
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lu-jah,Tho'a stranger here I roam, 
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I am on my way to Zi - on, Pm a pil-grimgo-ing home. 
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SWEETLY RESTING. 



Mary D. James. 
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W. Warren Bentley. By per. 
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1. In the rift - ed Rock I'm resting, Safely sheltered I a- bide; 

2. Long pursued by sin and Sa- tan, Weary, sad, I longed for rest; 

3. Peace, which passeth understanding, Joy , the world can Defer give, 

4. In the rif t-ed Rock I '11 hide me, Till the storms of life are past. 
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There no foes nor storms molest me, While within the cleft I hide. 
Then I found this heav'nly shelter,Opened in my Saviour's breast. 
Now in Je - sus I am find-ing; In His smiles of love I live. 
All se-cure in this blest refuge, Heeding not the fiercest blast. 
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Refrain. 



^ fej=if j ij j j J l j- ^4W#J 



9^8 



Now I'm resting. Sweetly resting. In the cleft once made for me: 
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Je-sus, blessed Rock of A - ges, I will hide my-self in thee. 
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MY SAVIOUR KNOWS. 
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Words arranged by T. E. P. 



Arranged by Thko. E. Perkins. 
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1. He knows the bit- ter, wea-ry way, The end-less striving 

2. He knows! oh, thought so full of bliss; For tho' on earth our 
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day by day, The souls that weep, the bodIs that pray, My patient, loving 
joy we miss, We still can bear it feeling this ; My patient, loving 
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Saviour knows, my Saviour knows. He knows where faint and worn we riik, How 
Saviour knows, my Saviour knows. He knows! oh, heart tike np thy eron, Aid 




ritard. 
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deep the pain, how near the brink Of dark despair we pause and shrink, 
know earth's treasures are but dross. And all will prove as gain not Ion. 
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"ABroE WITH ME." 

( Male Voices.) 



Henry F. Lyte. 



Wm. G. Fischer. 




^^ 



r^ts 



f 



i9- 



1 — r 



4 — ^ 



t 



^ 



;4==i 



^ 



1. A - bide with me! Fast falls the ev - en - 

2. Swift to its close ebbs out life's lit - tie 

3. I need Thy pres-ence ev- 'ry pass-ing 



tide, 
day; 
honr; 
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The dark-ness deep - 
Earth's joys grows dim, 
What but Thy grace 



ens — Ijord, with me a - bide! 
it« glo - ries pass a - way; 
can foil the tiempt-er's pow'r? 
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Key of A. 
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When* oth - er help - era 
Change and de - cay in 
Who, like Thy - self, my 



fail, and com -forts flee, 

all a - round I see; 

guide and stay can be? 
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Help of the help -less, oh, a - bide 

O Thou who Chang- est not, a - bide 

Thro' cloud and sun -shine, oh, a- bide 



with 
with 
with 



me! 
me! 
me! 
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I NEVER WILL LEAVE THEE 117 

Rev. A. T. PiERSON, D. D. Theodore E. Perkinr. 
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1. When my sins as mountains rise, Saviour, be Thou near me; 

2. When, like gold in furnace tried, Thou shalt purge and prove me, 

3. When I tread the vale of death, Let not fears con-found me: 
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Wipe the tears from weeping eyes, Com-fort Thou and cheer me. 
With my Sav - iour at my side, Sor - rows shall not move me. 
May I yield my dy-ingbreath,With Thine arms around me. 
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Give me peace. Give me peace, Then_shall nothing grieve me : 
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Help me trust Thy gracious word: ** I will nev - er leave Tkee. " 
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WHITER THAN SNOW. 



" Wash me and I shaU be whiter than mow."—FB. 51 : 7. 
James Nicholson. Wm. G. Fischer. By per. 
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1. Dear Je-sus, I long to be perfect-ly whole; I want Thee for 

2. Dear Jesus, come dowi frcm Thy throne in the skies, And help me to 

3. Dear Je-sus, for this I most humbly entreat ; I wait, blessed 




ev- er to live in my soul; Break down ev-'ry i-dol, cast 
make a complete sac - ri - fice; I give up myself, and what- 
Lord, at Thy cru - ci - fied feet ; By faith, for my cleansing, I 
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out ev-'ry foe — ^Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 

ev - er I know — Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 

see Thy blood flow — ^Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 






Refbain. 




Whiter than snow, yes, whiter than snow ; Now wish me, aod I shall be whiterthai now, 
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Words arranged. 

May be sung as a Solo 



BATTLING FOR THE LORD. 

"Be strong in the Xord."— Eph. 6: 10. 
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Thso. E. Pxbkims. 
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1. We*ve list - ed in a ho - ly war, Battling for the Lord! 

2. We've gird- ed on our armor bright, Battling for the Lord! 

3. We stand like he-roes on the field, Battling for the Lord! 

4. And when our glorious war is o*er, Gon-qo'ron thro' the Lord! 
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E - ter - nal life, our guid-ins star. Battling for the Lord ! 

Our Captain's word our strength ana might. Battling for the Lord ! 

And in Hisstrength we'll never yield. Battling for the Lord! 

We'll shout sal-va - tion ev - er - more, Con-qa'ron thro' the Lord ! 
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Eefbain. 
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We'll fight till Je-sus comes. We'll fight till Je - sus comes. 
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We'll fight till Je - sus comes. And then we'll rest at home. 
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FM ENEELmS AT THE DOOR. 



"Knockf and it shall be opened unto y<m."— Matt. 7 : 7. 
Mb8. Lydia C. Baxteb. Theo. E. Pebkins. 
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1. I'm kiieeling|Lord,at mercy's gate, With trembling hope and fear; 

2. None ev - er emp- ty turned away, Who tru - ly sought Thy face ; 

3. And when the nn-wmed mil-lions stand On Zi - on'sfiow'r-y hill, 




Fve waited long, and still I wait; Thy gracious voice to hear; 
And I, my Sav-iour, come to - day, To seek Thy pardoning grace ; 
With palms of vict'ry, in their hand, Waiting their Master's will. 
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Thy precious word had bid me seek. The joys Thou hast in store ; 
Thy precious blood is all my plea; This can my soul re - store; 
Oh, may I bear the liv -inggreen, And thatdearname a - dore, 
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O Lord, in mer-cy speak to me, I'm kneeling at the door. 
O Lord, in mer- cy speak to me, I'm kneeling at the door. 
Whose love the sin -ner did re - deem, Wiule kneeling at the door. 
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FM KNEELING AT THE DOOR. Concluded. 

Kbfbain. 
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D.S. 
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I'm kneel - ing at the door, 
I'm kneel - ing at the door, 
While kneel -ing at the door, 
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Eneel- ing at the door; 
Kneel- ing at the door; 
Kneel- ing at the door; 
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ABIDE WITH HK 



H. F. Lytb. 
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W. H. Monk. 
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1. A - bide with me; fast fallstheev-en - tide; The dark-ness 

2. Not. a brief glance I beg, a passing word, Bnt as Thoa 

3. I needlTiy pres-ence ev-'ry passing hour; What but Thy 

4. Hold Thou Thy Cross be- fore my closing eyes. Shine thro' the 
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deep- ens: Lord, with me a- bide! When oth - er help -era 
dwell'stwithThydis- ci-ples. Lord, Fa - mil-iar, con- de - 
grace can foil the tempter's pow'r? Who like Thy- self my 
gloom,and point me to the skies: Heav'n'smomingbreaks.and 







fail, and comforts flee. Help of the helpless, oh, a-bidewith me. 

soending, patient, free. Come, not to sojourn, but a-bide with me. 

guide and stay can be ? Thro' clood and sunshine, oh, a-bide with me. 

earth's vain shadow's flee; In life, in death ;0 Lord, a-bide with me. 
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122 HOW SWEET TO TRUST IN JESUS. 

Unknown. D. B. Towner. 
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1. How sweet to trust in Je - 

2. How sweet to fol-low Je - 
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sus, To know no trust be - side; 
sus, To seek no oth - er road; 
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To find in Him a ref - uge, Our wea - ry soul to hide; 
O - be-diently and trust-ing-ly, To walk the path He trod; 
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To lean on love e - ter - nal And in that love a - bide. 
'Tis hallowed by His foot-prints, And nigh-est un - to Grod. 
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How sweet to trust in Je 
How sweet to fol - low Je 



- sus, And in His love a - bide. 

- sus, To walk the path He trod. 
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3. *Tis sweet to work for Jesus, 
To spread abroad His fame. 
To be for Him ambassadors, 

Bearing His cross and shame; 
That to the lost and perishing, 

His love we may proclaim. 
How sweet to work for Jesus, 
T'exalt His glorious Name. 

Copyright, 1887, 



4. And as we work for Jesus, 
We wait His face to see; 
The morning star has risen. 

The night's dark shadows flee; 
^'A little while" and we shall dwell 

With Him eternally 
How sweet to work for Jesus, 
And then His face to see. 
by Spencer W. Coe. 



REJOICE, REJOICE, BELIEVERS. 
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BOBTHWICK. 



H. Smart. 




1. Re-joice, re - joice, be - liev - era! And let yonr lights ap pear; 

2. See that yonr lamps are bnming, Re - plen- ish them with oil ; 
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The shades of eve are thick'ning, And dark-er night is near; 
Look now for yonr sal - va - tion The end of sin and toil 
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The Bridegroom is a - ris - ing, And soon He will draw nigh: 
The watchers on the mountains Proclaim the Bridegroom nmr, 
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Up! pray, and watch, and wres-tle! At midnight comes the cry. 
Go, meet Him as He com - eth, With hal - le - lu - jahs clear. 
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3. O wise and holy virgins. 

Now raise your voices higher. 
Till, in yonr jubilations. 

Ye meet the angel choir. 
The marriage-feast is waiting. 

The gates wide open stand; 
Up» iip» ye heira of glory ! 

The Bridegroom is at hand. 



4. Our Hope and our Expectation, 

O Jesus, now appear! 
Arise, thou Sun so longed for. 

O'er this benighted sphere ! 
With hearts, and hands uplifted. 

We plead| O Lord, to see 
The day of earth's redemption, 

And ever be with Thee, 
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SOME SWEET DAY, BY AND BY. 



Fanny J. Crosby. 



" Tken IshaU know,"—! Cor. 13 : 12. 



W. H. DOANS. 
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1 . We shall reach the summer land, Some sweet day, by and by ; We shall 

2 . At the crystal river's brink, Some sweet day, by and by ; We shall 

3. Oh, these parting scenes will end,Some sweetday, by and by ; We shall 
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press the golden strand, Some sweet day, by and by; Oh, the 
find each broken link, Some sweet day, by and by; Then the 
gather friend with friend. Some sweet day, by and by ; There be - 
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loved ones watching there. By the tree of life so fair, Till we 
star that, fading here. Left our hearts and homes so drear. We shall 
fore our Father's throne. When the mists and clouds hare floin,We shall 
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Refrain. 
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come their joy to share, Some sweet day, by and by. By and by, 

see more bright and clear, Some sweet day, by and by. 

know as we are known, Some sweet day, by and by. By aod by, yes, by and by, 
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SOME SWEET DAT, BT AND BT. Concluded. 125 
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Some sweet day, We shall meet our loy'd ones gone, Some iweet day, by and by. 
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T. E. PxBKiNS. By per. 



1. Lord, I hear of show' rs of blessings Thou art scattering full and free; 

2. Pass me not, O God, our Fa-ther! Sinful though my heart may be: 

3 . Love of Grod, so pu re and changeless ; Blood of Christ, so rich and free ; 
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Show'TS the thirsty land refresh-inf;, Let some droppings iiill on me! 
Thonmight'st leave me, but the rather Let Thy mer-cy fall on me! 
GraceofGod,sostrongand boundless, Mag-ni-fy it all in me! 
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Mag-ni-fy 
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E - ven me! E - ven me! Let some droppings fall on me. 
E - ven me! E - ven me! Let Thy mer - cy fall on me. 
E - ven me! E- ven me! Mag - ni - fy it all in me. 
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WHAT THEN? 



B. J. 
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1 . Af - ter the Christian *8 tears, Af - ter his fights and fears, 

2. Af - ter this ho - ly calm, This rest on Je - sns* arm, 

3. And when the work is done. When the last soul is won, 
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After his wea - ry cross, '* All things helow but loss, * ' What then ? 
After this deepened love For the pure home above — What then ? 
When Jesus' love and po w ' r Have cheered the dying hour — ^What then ? 
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Oh, then, a ho - ly calm. Resting on Je - sus' arm, 
Oh,then,hard work for Him, Immortal souls to win; 
Oh,then, the crown is given! Oh, then, the rest in heaven! 
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Oh, then, a deep - er love For the pure home a - Cove. 
Then Je - sus' presence near. Death's darkest hour to cheer. 
Then life in end - less day,When death has passed a - way. 
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I AM TBUSTme. 



127 



Anon. 




1. All my donbts I give to Je-sus, I've His gracious promise heard ; 

2. All my sins I lay on Je-sns, He has washed me in His blood; 

3. All my fears I gtve to Je-sus, Rest my weaiy soul on Him; 

4. All in all I have in Je-sus, Poor, yet rich as cher-u - bim; 
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I shall never be confounded, I am trusting in His word. 
He will keep me pure and ho-ly, He will bring me home to God. 
Tho* my way be hid in darkness. Never can His light grow dim. 
Ig-norant,and full of weakness,Heav'n'sown store I find injiim. 
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Chorus. 
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I am trust- ing, I am trust- ing, I am trust-ing in His 
I am trusting, I am trusting, I am trusting 
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word ; I shall never be confounded, I am trusting in His word. 
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128 I NEED THEE EVERT HOUR. 

Mrs. Annie S. Hawks. Robert Lowby. By per. 
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1. I need Thee ev'ry hour, Most gracioas Lord ; No tender voice like 

2. I need Thee ev'ry hour,Stay Thou near by ; Temptations lose their 

3. I need Thee ev'ry hour, Teach me Thy will ; And Thy rich promis- 

4. I need Thee ev'ry hour, Most Ho - ly One; O, make me Thine in- 
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Refrain. 
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Thine Can peace af - ford. I need Thee, O, I need Thee; 

pow'r When Thou art nigh, 

es In me ful - fill, 

deed, Thou bless -ed Son. ^ 




Ev^ ry hour I need Thee ; O, bless me now, my Saviour ; I come to Thee. 
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Copyright, 1872, by Hobert Lowry. 

HOLY SPnUT, FAITHFUL GUIDK 



it. M. Wills. 
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M. M. Wells. By per. 

Fine. 
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, f Ho-ly Spirit, faithful Guide, Ever near the Christians's side, 1 
t Gren-tly lead us by the hand, Pilgrims in a des-ert land; j 
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Z).(7.-Whisp'ring softly, Wanderer, come! Follow Me, I'll guide thee home. 



HOLY SPnUT, PATTHPUL GDIDK Concluded. 
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D.C. 
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Wea-ry souls for e'er re-joice, While they hear thatsweetest voice, 
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2. 
E^er present, truest Friend, 
Ever near Thine aid to lend, 
Leave^us not to doubt and fear, 
Groping on in darkness drear. 
When the storms are raging sore, 
Hearts grow faint, and hopes give o'er : 
Whisper softly, Wanderer, come ! 
Follow Me, I'll guide thee home. 



3. 

When our days of toil shall cease. 
Waiting still for sweet release, 
Nothing left but heav'n and prayer, 
Wondering if our names are there ; 
Wading deep the dismal flood. 
Pleading naught but Jesus' blood — 
Whisper softly, Wanderer, come! 
Follow Me, I'll guide thee home. 



I AM TRUSTme, LORD, IN THER 



Rev. Wm. McDonald. 



Wm. G. Fischer. By per. 




1. I amcom-ingto the cross; I am poor and weak and blind; 

2. Long my heart has sighed for Thee ; Long has evil reigned within ; 

3. In Thy promis - es I trust; Now I feel the blood applied; 
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Cho. — ^I am trusting, Lord, in Thee, Dear Lamb of Cal - va - ry ; 



* 



wmm \ 



t. 



m 




-«5 



-N— N 



?Tf 



i^ 



I am count-ing all but dross; I shall full sal-va-tion find. 

Je - 8U8 sweet-ly speaks to me, I will cleanse you from all sin. 

I am pros - trate in the dust; I with Christ am cru-ci - fied. 
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Humbly at Thy cross I bow, Save me, Je - sus, save me now. 

Copyright, by Wm. G. Fischer. 



130 BRIGHTLT GLEAMS OUR BANNER. 

"X^ ye up a banner upon the high mountains."— Isa. 13: 2. 
mv. Thomas J. Potter. Sib Arthur S. Sullivan, alt. 




1. Brightly gleams our ban-ner,PoiDting to the sky, Waving wand'ren 

2. Je-8U8, Lord and Mas-ter, At Thy sa- cred feet, Here Titl hearts re • 

3. AUourdaysdi - rect ns. In the way we go. Lead us on vie • 

4. Then with Saints and Angels, May we join a- bove,Off^ring8endles: 
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on - ward, To their home on high; Journeying o'er the des - ert, 
joic - Ing, See Thy children meet; Of- ten have we left Thee, 

to - lions O - ver ev-'ry foe; Bid Thine an-gels shield us, 
prais - es At Thythrone of love; When the toil is o - ver, 
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Glad-ly thus we pray, 
Of - ten gone a - stray. 
When the storm-clouds lower, 
Then comes rest and peace, — 



And with hearts u - 
Keeps us might-y 
Par-don, Lord, and 
Je - sus, in His 
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Chorus. 
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Take our heaT'n-ward way. 

In the nar-row way. 

In the last dread hour. 
Songs thenev-er cease. 
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Brightly gleams our ban - ner, 



^ 



^ 



1 



>=t 



^=€h 



fcz 



f 



^ 



BRIGHTLT GLEAMS OUR BANNER. Concluded. 131 




Pointing to the sky. Waking wand' rers onward To their hoffle on high. 
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Rbv. R. Robinson. 



NETTLETON. 

"Oiwiw a ftfeMiTi^."— Judges 1: 16. 
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John Wyeth. 
FiNB. 
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- r Come,Thoa FoMt of ev'ry blessing, Tune my heart to sing Tny fsrace ; 
\ Streams of mer-cy, nev-er ceasing, Call for songs of Tond-estpiaise. 

D.C. — Praise the DODBt, I'm fixed upon it, Mount of Thy redeeming love. 
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Teach me some mel-o-dious son - net, Sang by flaming tongues above. 
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2. Here I raise my Ebenezer; 

Hither by Thy help I'm come; 
And I hope, by Thy good pleasure, 

Safely to arrive at home; 
Jesus sought me when a stranger, 

Wandering from the fold of Gkid; 
He, to rescue me from danger, 

Interposed His precious blood. 

3. O, to grace how great a debtor 

Daily I'm constrained to be! 
Let Thy goodness, like a fetter, 

Bind my wandering heart to Thee; 
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it; 

Prone to leave the God I love; 
Here's my heart, O, take and seal it; 

Seal it from Thy courts above. 



132. 



PEACEFULLY SLEEP. 



Thbo. £. Pebkins. 




1. Peacefully lay her down to lest, Place the turf kind - ly 

2. Close to her lone and nar - row house, Graoef ally wave, ye 

3. Qui-et-ly sleep, be - lov - ed one. Rest from thy toil thy 








on her breast; Sleeping in Je - sus be - neath the sod, 
wil - low boughs; Flow'r of the wild wood your o - dors shed, 
labor is done; Rest till the trump fix>m the o - pening skies, 
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Chorus. 
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While the pure soul is resting with God. ] 

0-verthe ho - ly,beau-ti-ful dead. > Peacefully sleep, peacefully 
Bids thee from dust, to glo-ry a - rise, j 
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sleep. Sleep till the mom-ing, Peace-f ul - ly sleep. 
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Copyright, 1896, by Theodore E. Perkins. 



'TIS SO SWEET TO TRUST IN JESUS. 
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Mrs. Louisa M. R. Stead. 
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W. J. Kirk PATRICK, by per. 
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1. 'Tis sosweetto trust in Je-sus, Just to take him at his word; 

2. O ho w sweet to trust in Je-sus, Just to trust his cleansing blood ; 

3. Yes, 'tis sweet to trust in Je-sus, Just from sin and self to cease; 
4. 1'mso glad I learn'd to trust thee, Precious Je-sus, Savior, Friend; 





Just to rest up - on his promise; Just to know, * "Thus said the Lord." 
Just in sim-ple faith to ptooge me 'Neath the healing, cleansing flood. 
Just from Je-sus simply taking Life, and rest, and joy and peace. 
And I know that thou art with me. Wilt be with me to the end. 
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Refbain. 
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Je-8U3, Je-svis,how I trast him; How I' veprov'd him o'er and o'er, 
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Je-sus, Je-sus, pre-cious Je-sus! O for grace to trust him more. 
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From "Songs of Triumph." 



134 ONLY HERE FOR' A LITTLE WHILE 

Rev. A1.FRED Taylor. T. E. Pebkins. 
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1. On-ly here for a lit-tle while On the wea - ly pilgrim way; 

9.. On-ly here for a lit-tle while Forthe praise of God my King; 

3. On-ly here for a lit-tle while, But my Lord will come at last, 

4. On-ly here for a lit-tle while, 'Mid the la-bor,grief and pain; 
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On-ly here for a lit-tle while On the road to glorious day; 
On-ly here for a lit-tle while Till his praise in heaven I sing; 
Then the toils of the "little while" iShall he all inrsi^kf^ ^mit; 
On-ly here for a lit-tle while. But for -ev - er there to reign; 
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On - ly here till my work is done, And I lay my harden down ; 

On-ly here in the vale of tears Till I learn to know and prove 

Christ,my Kiug,shall in triumph come, And will wipemy tears a-way; . 

Here,to suf-fer, and toil , and wait. In the cold and darksome night ; 
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On-ly here till my Saviour calls. And I gain my harp and crown. 
All the goodness that keeps me here For the bet - ter world a-bove. 
Christ,my Saviour, will take me home To the land of cloudless day. 
There, to en - ter the pearly gate And re- joice in God*s own light. 
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THOUGH TOUR SINS BE AS SCARLET 
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** Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white as snou;."— Isaiah 1 : 18. 
Fanny J. Crosby. W. H. Doane By per. 
Duet. Oently. \ — 1 t~2" 
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1 . * *Tho' your gins be as scarlet, They shall be as white as snow ; as snow ; 

2. Hear the voice that entreats you,Oh, return ye unto God ! to God ! 

3. He^ 11 forgi ve your transgressions, And remember them no more ; no more ; i 
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ThoHheybe red.. 

He is of great 

"Look un-to me, 
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.like crimson, They shall be as wool ;'* 
.com-pas-sion,And of wondrous love; 
.ye people, ' ' Saith the Lord your God ; 
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"Tho* your sins be as scarlet, Tho* your sins be as scarlet, 
Hear the voice that entreats you, Hear the voice that entreats you, 
He'll forgive your transgressions. He'll forgive your transgressions, 
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They shall be as white as snow. They shall be as white as snow. ' ' 

Oh, re -turn ye un-to God! Oh, re-tum ye un-to God! 

And re-mem-ber them no more, And re-membar them no more. 
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Copyrlght. 1887, by W. H. Doane 
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BESTma BT THE WELL 



BiBDiB Bill. 



Thio. E. Pebkims. 




1. We are strangers and so-joumers traveling to the Fa-ther-land, 

2. We are oft - en feint and wea-ry , and we long for some re- treat, 

3. There is on - ly one pure fountain where the thirsty soul may fly, 

4. We are pilgrims pressing onward to the "bless-ed Fa-ther-land, 




In His wondrous love and pit-y, God doth guide our pil-grim-band ; 
Where we'll sat- is- fy our thirst, andrestour blistered,ach-ing feet; 
'Tis a bless-ed spring of comfort, to the trav-'ler ev- er nigh; 
We must climb the rugged mountain, we must tread the scorching sand ; 
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Sometimes resting by the way -side, where He giv-eth such command, 
Then He leads us to the wa-ters that are cool-ing,clear and sweet. 

It will slake our burning thirst, andev'rylong-ing sat - is - fy, 
But we' 11 find sweet resting places, where He' 11 lead us by His hand , 
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Are 
Are 
Are 
Are 



you rest - ing by 

you rest - ing by 

you rest - ing by 

you rest - ing by 
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the 
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way - side 
well to - 
well to - 
well to - 
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well, 
day. 
day. 
day. 
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Copyright, 1896, by Theo. E. Perkins. 



RESTING BT THE WELL. Concluded 
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Chosus. 
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Are you rest-ing by the side of the well to - day, 
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*Tis a well of liv-ing wa-ters,Allyourthristit will al - lay; 
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Are yon rest- ing, are you rest- ing by the well to - day, 
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Are you rest - ing by the well to - day. 
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Words by Allen Shirley. 
Ref. by A. J. 8. 
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STANDING BY THE CROSS. 

Music by A. J. Show alter. 
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1 . Sweet the moments, rich in blessing, Which beforeiiw cross I spend. 

2. Here I'll sit for- ev-er viewing. Mercy jtw aming in His blood; 

3. Tru - ly blessed is this statioii, Ziow before His cross to lie, 

4. Here it is I find myJbaM^en, While upon the cross I gaze, 

5. Lord, in ceaseless ouahnnplatiou, Fix my trusting heart on Thee, 
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Life and health and peace possessing, From the sinner's dying Friend. 
Precious drops! my soul bedewing. Plead they now my peace with €rod. 
While I see di-vine compassion, Beaming in His gracious eye. 

Here the joy of sins for-given, Shall inspire my songs of praise. 

Till I know Thy full sal-vation, And Thy face in glo-ry see. 
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Chobus. 
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I standing by the cross. Standing by the cross. Standing by the 
\ Looking up to Christ, Trusting in His love, 
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cross of Cal-va-ry; Hop-ing in His mer-cy full and free 
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Copyright, 1891, by A. J. Showalter. By per. 



WHAT WILL rr MATTER. 
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Fanny J. Crosby. 



W. J. KiBKPATBICK. 
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1. What will it matter, 

2. What will it matter, 

3. What will it matter, 

4. What will it matter. 



by and by, 

by and by, 

by and by, 

by and by. 



What will it mat - ter. 

What will it mat - ter, 

What will it mat - ter. 

What will it mat - ter 





by and by, 
by and by, 
by and by. 



Whether my cros&-es were heav-y or 
Whether my tri -als weie jB»-'ny or few, 
Wh etJaefJabe ^ra-ters were bit - ter or sweet, 
TThether I pass with the morn-ing a - way. 




Whether my pathway was cloudy or bright, When I shall walk with the 
Whether the world was unfaithful or true. When my Redeemer in 
Murmuring gently or sad atmy feet, When the departed, with 
Whether at noon-tide or closing of day When in the valley of 
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land? 
land? 
land? 
land ? 



ransomed in white, Safe in that beau-ti - ful 
glo - ry I view. Home in that beau-ti - ful 
rap-ture, I meet, Home in that beau-ti - ful 
E - den I stray. Home in that beau-ti - ful 




Copyright, 1894, by Wm. J. Kirkpatrick. 
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ELDER BROTHER. 



"My rffuge^ my 8aviour."^II. Bam. 22: 8. 
Russell H. Conwell. 



J. E. Gould. 
Fine. 
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1. El - der Eroth-er shel-ter me, Whom have I to love but Thee. 
D. C. — From the waves on life' s dark sea, El - der Brother shel-ter me. 

2. When my heart is sore oppressed, Let me lean up-on Thy breast, 
D. C. — This my fervent pray 'r shall be, El - der Brother shel-ter me. 

3. Till I wake to sleep no more. On the bright e - ter-nal shore, 
D.C. — Keep,0 keep me, close to Thee, El -der Brother shel-ter me. 




From the storms that o' er me ri se, From the clouds that veil mine eyes, 
Sweetlycalm each throbbing care, In- to ho- ly si -lence there, 
Till acrownof joy I wear. And a vie -tor palm I bear, 




JESUS, SAVIOUR, PILOT ME. 

"And immedicUdy the ship was at the land."— Jokjh 6 : 21. 
Rev. Edward Hopper. Tune,—" Elder Brother." 

1. Jesus, Saviour, pilot me. 
Over life's tempestuous sea; 
Unknown waves before me roll, 
Hiding rocks and treacherous shoal; 
Chart and compass came from Thee; 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me. 

2. As a mother stills her child. 
Thou canst hush the ocean wild; 
Boisterous waves obey Thy will. 
When Thou say'st to them, " Be still! " 
Wondrous Sovereign of the sea, 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me. 

3. When at last I near the shore. 
And the fearful breakers roar 
'Twixt me and the peaceful rest. 
Then while leaning on Thy breast, 

Copyright, 1896, May I hear Thee say to me, 
by Theo. E. Perkins. "Fear not, I will pilot Thee! '* 



UPON THE SOLID ROCK. 
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Jank Francis. 
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1. My hope is like an anchor firm That nothing can re - move : 

2. Tho' storms maybreak, and floods may come, I shall not be dismayed : 

3. That blessed Rock is Christ the Lord, The only Wise and Just : 
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I rest up-on the sol - id rock Of Grod^s e - ter - nal love. 
I know in whom my soul believes, And where its faith is stayed. 
My strength, my fortress and defence, My God in whom I trust. 
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I rest se-cure up - on the Rock Of A-ges cleft for me, 



m 



u — -- V l-^-—/ 1 y — I y 



I W L-J^ 



^^ 




I 









■^r^ 



^ 



^-^ 




And He shall be my dwell-ing place Thro' all e - ter - ni - ty. 




Copjrright, 1893, by The Biglow & Main Co. By permission. 
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BEAUTIFUL RIVER. 

"And he ihewed me a pure river qf vxUer of i%/fe."— Rbv. 22 : 1 . 

Robert Lowry. By per. 




1. Shall we gather at the riv - er, Where bright angel feet have trod, 

2. On the margin of the riv - er, Washing up its sil-ver spray, 

3. On the bosom of the riv - er, Where the Saviour King we own, 

4. Soon we' 11 reach the shining ri ver, Soon our pilgrimage will cease ; 
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With its crystal tide forev - er Flowing from the throne of Ood ? 
We shall walk and worship ever, All the hap- py, gold - en day. 
We shall meet and sorrow never, *Neath the glory of the throne. 
Soon our happy hearts will quiver With the mel-o - dy of peace. 
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Chorus. 
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Yes, we*ll gather at the riv-er, The beautiful, the beautiftil riv-cr, 
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(rather with the saints at the river That flows firom the tliroie of Grod. 
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THINE FOREVER. 
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M. F. Maudb. 
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1. Hear us from Thy throne above, Thine for- ev-er, ev-er,God of love! 

2. They who find in Thee, their rest, Thine for- ey- er, ev-er, oh, how blest ! 

3. Let us all Thy good-ieuihare. Sheltered only, on-ly, in Thy care; 
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Here and in e - ter - ni - ty, Thine for- ev- er, e v- er, may we be. 
Oh, de-fend us to thd end. Guardian 8ar-ioBr,8aF-ioar, heavenly Friend! 
These thy frail and trembling sheep, Thine for- ev- er, ev-er,Saviour, keep ! 




Refbain. 
Show the way! show the way! Guide us to 



the replms of day. 
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Show the way! show the way! Guide us to the realms of day, 
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Shield us thro' the earthly strife. Thine forever, ev-er, Lord of life ! 
-#• * i , M g ->-i-/g' — 10 0' —\ — A.r I fSf- 
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Jessie H. Brown. 
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ANYWHERE WITH JESUS. 

-ItoiU truit, and not be afraid."— Iba. 12: 2. 

D. B. Towner. By per. 
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1. Any-wherewithJesos I can safe-ly go, A -ny- where He 

2. Any-where with Jesus I am not a - lone, Other friends may 

3. Any-where with Jesus I can go to 8leep,When the darkling 
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leads me in this world be - low, Anywhere without Him, dearest 
fail me. He is still my own, Tho'Hishandsmay lead me over 
shadows round a - bout me creep ; Knowing I shall wa-ken ne v-er 
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joys would fade, Anywherewith Je-sus I am not a - fraid. 
drear-est ways, Anywherewith Je-sus is a house of praise, 
more to roam, Anywherewith Je-sus will be home, sweet home. 
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Chobus. 



t 
D. S. — Anywhere with Jesus I can safe - ly go. 

D S. al Fine. 
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An - y- where! an - 



y-where! Fear I can -not know; 
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F. J. C. 



Theo. £. Perkins. 







1. When the golden shadows die, In the ro - sy eve-ning sky; 

2. When the tnneful voices join, In the songs of praise di-vine, 

3. When the stars their watehei kee^ O'er our calm and qui - et sleep, 

4. When the ear-ly beams of day,Chase the gloomy night a - way, 

5. When our grateful h«artiiB love, Breathe a pray'r to God a - bove, 
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There are an - gels, an - gels, an -gels hov'ring round. 
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Chobus. 
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There are angels hoT-'ring round. There are angels hov-'ring round. 
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There are an 
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gels, an 



„ , _ - gels hov'ring round. 
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THERE'S A GREAT DAT GOMIN&. 
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Words and Music by W. L T, 
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1. There's a great day 

2. There's a bright day 

3. There's a sad day 
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coming, A great day coming, There's a 
coming, A bright day coming, There's a 
coming, A sad day coming, There's a 
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great day coming by and by, When the saints and the sinners shall be 
bright day coming by and by, Bat its brightness shaU only come to 
sad day coming by and by, When the sinner shall hear his doom, '^De- 
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part - ed right and left. Are you ready for that day to come? 
them that love the Lord, Are you ready for that day to come? 
part I know ye not, "Are you ready for that day to come? 
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Are you ready ? Are you ready ? Are you ready for the Judgment day ? 
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By per. of W. L. Thompson & Co., East Liverpool, O., and The Thompson 

Music Co., Chicago. 
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Are^ you ready ? Are you ready ? For the Judgment day ? 
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JESUS. MY ALL 



Fanny J. Crosby. 



Arr. by Thbo. E. Pibkimi. 




^ f Lord, at 



"Thy mer- cy-seat, Hum-bly I 
Plead- ing Thy prom - ise sweet, Lord, hear my 
2 f Tears of re - pent - ant grief Si - lent - ly 
' \ Help Thou my un - be - lief, Hear Thou my 
Q f Hark! how the words of love, Ten - der - ly 
'\ Ere to the realms a-bove, Heard is my 



fall 
call 
fall 
call 
fall 
call 
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Now let Thy work be-gin, Oh, make me pure within,Cleaiw me from 
Oh how I pine for Thee! 'Tisall my hope,my plea: Je - sus has 
Now ev' ry doubt has flown, Broken my heart of stone. Lord, I am 




1 T 

ev-'ry sin, Je - sus, my 
died for me, Je - sus, my 
Thine alone, Je - sus, my 



l|^^H still at Thy mercy-seat 
•a^' Humbly I fall; 

Pleading Thy promise sweet, 
*!*• Heard is my call; 

*^^* Faith wings my soul to Thee, 



all. 




This all my hope shall be, 
Jesus has died for me, 
Jesus, my all. 



Copyright of Theo. E. Perkins. 



148 



:iMW 



THOU MT WAT. 



F. J. Crosby. 
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1. Keep Thou my way OLord, Be Thou ev - er ' nigh; 

2. Keep Thou my heart, O Lord, * Ev - er close to Thee; 

3. Keep Thou my all, OLord, Hide my life in Thine; 
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Strong is Thy mighty ann. Weak and frail am I; 
Safe in Thine arms of love, Shall my ref - uge be; 
O let Thy sa-cred light. O'er my path -way shine; 
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Thoa my nnchanging Friend, On Thee my hopes depend, 
Then o'er a tranqnil tide, My bark shall safe-ly glide, 
Kept by Thy ten-der care. Glad - ly the cross I'll bear. 
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Till life's brief day shall end, Be Thou ev - er nigh. 
I shall be sat - is-fied, Ev - er close to Thee. 
Hear Thou and grant my prayer. Hide my life in Thine. 
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Tr. by Miss J. Borthwick. 



Carl Maria von Weber. 
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1. My Je - 8U8 as thon*wilt; O may thy will be mine; 

2. My Je - sos as thou wilt: Tho' seen thro' many a tear, 

3. My Je - SOS as thou wilt: All shall be well for me; 
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In - to ' thy hand of love I would my all re - sign. 

Let not my star of hope Grow dim or dis-ap - pear. 

Each changing fii - tare scene I glad - ly trost with thee. 
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Thro* sor - row or thro' joy, Conduct me as thine own, 
Since thou on earth hast wept, And sor - rowed oft a-lone. 
Straight to my home a - bove, I tra - vel cidm - ly on. 
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And help me still to say, **My Lord, thy will be done." 

If I must weep with thee. My Lord, thy will be done. 

And sing in life or death, "My Lord, thy will be done." 
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UNDYING LOVE. 



H. Millard. By per. 




1. Un-dying love! — oh,8weet the thoH, My Saviour keeps for me! 

2. Un-dying love! — O theme of joy That heav'nly an-gels sing! 

3. Un-dying love! — a - wake my soul, And tell its wondrous power! 




ti 



¥^\l !\ j i i .\1 J 



^ 



H 



5 



P 



And since His ref - uge I have sought, By &ith my home I see! 
How sweet, while earthly ills annoy, The corn-fort it doth bring! 
Tho' sorrow's billows o'er urf roU, 'Tis ours each day and hour. 
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Oh, poor and weak without His aid, And helpless while I rove, 

O balm that on the heart descends. As falls the gen - tie dove! 

For - ev - er would my life repeat His prais - es while I rove, 
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I rest, — ^no more by sin dismayed, In God's undy - ing love! 

O blessing till life's journey ends, — Our Lord's undying love! 

And sing, for-ev- er blest and sweet, My Lord's undy-ing love! 
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HORATIUS BONAR. 




I HEARD THE VOICE. 

" Come unto me."— Matt. 11 : 38. 

^ 
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Arr. from Spohr. 
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1. I heard the voice of Je-sus say, "Come on - to me and rest; 

2. I heard the voice of Je-sus say, **Be-hold, I free-ly give 

3. I heard the voice of Je-sus say, * ^ I am this dark world's light: 
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Lay down, thou weary one, lay down Thy head npon my breast. ' * 

The liv - ing wa- ter ; thirsty one, Stoop down, and drink, and live. * * 

Look nn - to me; thy morn shall rise, And all thy day be bright. '' 
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I came to Je - sus as I was, Wea- ry and worn and sad ; 
I came to Je - sus, and I drank Of that life-giv - ing stream, 
I looked to Je - sus and I found In him my Star, my Sun; 
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I fonnd in him a resting place, And be has made me glad. 
My thrist was qnenched,my sonl revived, And now I live in him. 
And in that light of life I'll walk Till all my journey's done. 



152 



LEAD, KINDLY LIGHT. 



John H. Newman. 



John Bacchus Dykes. 
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1. Lead, kindly Light^amid th' encircling gloom, Lead thoa me on ! 

2. I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou Sboaldst lead me on ; 

3. So long thy pow'r hath bless'd me^snre it still Will lead me on, 
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The night is dark, and I am far from home; Lead thou me 
I loved to choose and see my path; but now Lead thou me 
O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till The night is 




on ! Keep thou my feet ; I do not ask to 
on ! I loved the gar - ish day, and, spite of 

gone ! And with the mom those an - gel fac - es 
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The dis - tant scene ; one step e - nough for 

Pride ruled my will. Re-mem-ber not past 

Which I have loved long since, and lost a - 

-J I 



me. 

years! 

while! 
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JESUS, MT REDEEMER. 153 

**0 Lordf my ttrength and my Redeemer. "^Fsxim 19: 14. 
Fawny J. Crosby. W. H. Doane. 
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1 f I will trust Thee, Je-sus, my Redeemer; Thou hast cleansed me, 
\ On Thy prom-ise firmly I amrest-ing; (Ottii^ 
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bless- ed be Thy name, 
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) Grace thro' faith Thou bid'st me claim. 
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Refbaix. 
Thou, my Pro - tect - or. 
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Thou art my Pro - tect - or, Hope and conso-la-tion, Rock of my sal - 
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Sav - iour I'll trust Thee, 
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va-tion! Ba?- ioor, I will trust Thee, Trait Thee now and ever-more. 

trust in Thee, jl .«. 
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2. 

I will trust Thee, Jesus, my Redeemer; 

Thou hast bought me with Thy 

blood divine, 

All I give Thee, all I now surrender; 

Thon hast sealed me, I am Thine. 



I will trust Thee, Jesus, my Redeemer; 

Thou hast led me gently all my days, 
Thou hast crown'd me with Thy 
richest blessings, 

Thine the glory, Thine the praise. 



Copyright, 1893, by The Biglow & Main Co. By per. 



154 HOLT SPnUT, WE ARE WAHINa. 

"Praying aluiayt with aU prayer and tupplication in the SpirU."^^FH. 6: 18. 
Fanny J. Crosby. W. H. Doank. 




1. Ho - ly Spirit, we are waiting At this con- se- crat- ed hoar; 

2. Hp - ly Spirit, we are longing For a deep-er, stronger love, 

3. Ho - ly Spirit, gracionsTeacher,Tiu:o' the Gospel's joyful sound, 
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We are waiting for the promise Of a Pen-te-cost-alshow'r, 
For a faith that pleadi the promise Of a blessing from a - bove. 
May thy fruits, so pure and ho- ly , In our hearts and lives abound. 
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Ho - ly Spirit, we are praying; Our de- vo- tion now in- spire; 



^^^:j=p: 



^m 



M 



mMH^' 



H 1 PSt— 4 



w 



s 



■*-^ 



Tune our hearts to songs of gladness, Tooeh our lips with sacred fire. 
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TAKE MT UFK 

" Ye are not your ouw."— 1 Cor. 6 : 19. 
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Theo. E. Pebkiks. 
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1. Take my life and let it be, Gon-se-cra-ted,Lord, to Thee; 

2. Take my lips and let them be, Fill' d with mes-sa-ges for Thee; 

3. Take my will and make it Thine; It shall be no long-er mine; 
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I 
Take 

Take 

Take 
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myhandsand let them move, At the impnlse of Thy love, 
my sil - ver and my gold, — Not a mite would I withhold, 
my heart it is Thine own, — It shall be Thy royal Throne. 



3t 



^m 



r 



U 



-^ 



F 




Take 
Take 
Take 



my feet and let them be, Svsrift and beauti-ful for Thee; 
my moments and my days, Let them flow in endless praise; 
my love, my Lord, I pour AL Thy feet its treasure store! 
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Take my voice and let me sing, Al- ways, on - ly for my King. 
Take my in - tel-lect, and use Ev'rypow^rasThoushaltchoose. 
Take my -self, and I vdll be, Ev - er, on - ly, all for Thee. 
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ALL SAINTS. 
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Dr. H. S. Cutter. 
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1. The son of God goes forth to war, A kingly crown to gain; 

2. The ra&rtjT first, whose eagle eye Conld pierce beyond the grave, 

3. A glorious band, the chosen few. On whom the Spirit came: 

4. A no - ble anny, men and boys. The matron and the maid. 
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His blood-red banner streams afar. Who follows in his train? 
Who saw his Mas-ter in the sky, And called on Him to save; 
Twelve valient saints, their hope they knew, And mocked the eroM and flame ; 
A - round the Saviour 
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iour's throne rejoice In robes of light ar- rayed: 
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Who best can drink his cup of woe, Tri - nmphant over pain ; 

Like Him, with pardon on his tongue, In midst of mortal pain. 
They met the tyrant's brandished steel. The lion's go - ry mane; 
They climbed the dizzy steep of heaven Thro' peril, toil^and pain: 
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Who patient bears his cross below, He follows in His train. 
He pray 'd for them that did the wrong : Who folio wsin His train ? 
They bow'd their necks the death to feel : Who follows in their train ? 
O God ! to us may grace be given To follow in their train! Amen. 



Miss Phoebe Carey. 



NEARER MT HOME. 

( For Male Voices.) 
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1. One sweetly solemn thought Comes to me o'er and o'er; I'm 

2. Near-er my Father's honse, Where many mansions be; I'm 

3. Near-er the bound of life, Where burdens are laid down; I'm 

4. Be near me when my feet Are slipping o'er the brink; For 
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nearer my Father's house to-day, Than I have been be -fore, 
nearer the great white throne to-day, Nearer the crystal sea. 
nearer to leave the cross to-day, And near-er to the crown. 
I am near-er my home to-day. Perhaps, than now I think. 
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Nearer my Fa- ther's house, Where many mansions be, - I'm 
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nearer the great white throne today. Yes, nearer the crystal sea. 
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158 IS NOT THIS THE LAND OF BEULAH? 

Anon. Arranged. 
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^ r I am dwelling on the mountain , Where the golden sunlight gleams, 
' \ O' er a land whose wondrous beaaty. Far ex-ceeds my fondest dreams ; 

A f I can see far down the mountain, Where I wandered weary years, 
'\ Oft-en hindered in my journey. By the ghosts of douhts and fears, 

n f I am drinking at the fountain, Where I ev - er would a - bide ; 
• \ For I' ve tast - ed life's pure river, And my soul is sat - is - fied ; 
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Where the air ispure,e- the-real, La-den with the breath of flowers, 

Bro-ken vows and disappointments, Thickly sprinkled all the way, 
There's no thirsting for life's pleasures. Nor a-dom-ing, rich and gay. 




Cho. — Is not this the land of Beu-lah, Blessed, bless-ed land of light, 
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They are blooming by the fountain, 'Neath the am- a-ranthine bow'rs. 
But the Spir- it led,un - er-ring, To the land I hold to - day. 
For I've found a rich-er treasure, One that fad-ethnot a - way. 
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Where the flowers bloom for - ev- er. And the sun is always bright. 

4. Tell me not of heavy crosses, 

Nor of burdens hard to bear, 
For I've found this great salvation 

Makes each burden light appear; 
And I love to follow Jesus, 

Gladly counting all but dross, 
Worldly honors all forsaking 

For the glory of the Cross. 



WELCOME EVENING SHADOWS. 
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Ida L. Reed. 




H. N. Lincoln. 
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1. Welcome evening shad - ows, Welcome twi- light gray, 

2. Welcome evening shad - ows, Fall-ing si - lent - ly, 

3. Welcome shades of eve - ning. Fall- in/; one by one, 



me shades of eve - ning, Fall-ing one by 
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San - set tints are fad - ing, Dy-ing is the day; 
Like a veil a - bont us, Sheltered thus we'll be; 
Day is soft - ly dy - ing, All its toil is done; 
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And the way-worn toil - ers, 
Fold onr man- ties o'er ns, 
Welcome twi-light shad - ows, 



Glad - ly one by one. 
And se - cure - ly rest, 
Life is al - most o'er, 
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Turn their fa - ces home - ward, Day's long toil is done. 

By Thy mer - cy guard - ed, Sav-iour we are blest. 

Soon we'll wake in glad - ness, On the far -ther shore. 
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WHEN WE ALL GET HOMR 



Fanny J. Cbosby. 



Jno. R. Sweney. 
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1. When we all get home, oh, happy, happy day! And our 

2. When the mom shall break,oh, happy, happy mom! When its 

3. When we all get home, oh, welcome, welcome hour ! When the 

4. Let us watch and pray, and journey, journey on. All our 
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sor - rows here are 
glo - ries fill the 
promised crown is 
bur - dens meek - ly 



past; When we cross the sea, the 

skies. When we meet to rest for- 

won We shall hear a voice, a 

bear, Till we reach the land, the 
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D. S. — song we'll sing our 
Fink. Choeus. 
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narrow, narrow sea. And are gathered safe at last, 
ev-er, ev-er more, What a shout of joy will rise, 
gentle, gentle voice, That will say to us well done, 
sunny, sunny land. Where the many mansions are. 
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When we 
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blessed, blessed King, Sing it on the golden shore. 
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all get home, o'er the billow's foam. And the weary night is o'er, What a 
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Rev. H. Bonar, D. D. Thbo. £. Pbbkin& 




1. Be-yond the smiling and the weeping, I shall be soon; Be- 

2. Be-yond the blooming and the fading, I shall be soon; Be- 

3. Be-yond the parting and the meeting, I shall be soon; Be- 

4. Be-yond the frost-chain and the fever, I shall be soon; Be- 

N 
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yond the waking and the sleep -ing, Be-yond 

yond the shining and the shad- ing, Be-yond 

yond the farewell and the greet - ing, Be-yond 

yond the rock-waste and the riv - er, Be-yond 



the sowing and the 
the hoping and the 
the pulse's fev-er 
the ev-er andthe 
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Chobus. 
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reap-ing, I shall be soon. 

^^iS|; \ *aU ^ ^" ^ Lo-e-restandhome! 8w«t ^.«^sweet 
nev- er, I shall 
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home! Lord, tar- ry not, hut come, Lord, tar-ry not, but come. 
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Arranged. 



01 THE BELOVED CTTr. 



8. T. Vail. 




1. O ! the be-lov-ed dt - y, That love and justice bless! O 

2. O ! the be-lov-ed cit - y, Where glory doth a - bide; There 
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cit - y of e - temal x)eace! O mountof ho - li - ness! The 
blooms the beau-ty of the year, The height of summer - tide ! It 
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Zi-on of the loft-y One, The light of Beu-lah»8 land, Where 
is the long-lost E - den clime, Whose verdure will not die; Where 
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David's throne and flowering crown Shall thro* the a-ges stand, 
fountains flow 'mid fruits that grow Beneath a cloud-less sky. 
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Chobus. 
Hail 



01 THE BELOVED CITY. Concluded. 

ho-ly cit-y, 
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Hail to the ho-ly 
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cit - y, Hail to the blood- washed throng, That 
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praise the high and loft - y One, And swell their raptured song. 
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FOREVER WITH THE LORD. 



F 



"&> 8Aa22 vfe ever be wUh the Lord."—! Thess. 1 : 17. 
James Montgomsby. Beethoven. 




Hli: l i l ij4 
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1. **For-ev-er with the Lord!'' A -men! so let it be! 

2. Here, in the bod - y pent, Ab- sent from Him I roam, 

^ • ■ J ig — J— « — (t- 
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Life from the dead is in that word, *Tis im-mortal-i - ty. 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent, A day's march nearer home. 

p p f f , f" 
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3. 
My Father's honse on high. 

Home of my soul, how near 
At times, to faith's far-seeing eye, 

Thy golden gates appear! 



Ah ! then my spirit faints 
To reach the land I love. 

The bright inheritance of saints, 
Jerusalem above ! 



164 

Fanny Crosby. 



NEARER HY HOME. 

( Female Voices.) 



Theo. E. PEBKIMa. 



m^Mu ^^i^ ^m^^^ 



J f Near- er my home a-bove, Near-er to - day; ) ^^^^ ^^ :„ 

'\ Je-8U8 my life, my love, Thou art the way;/ ^ 
Q (There is a crownforme, Whyihoaid I 8tay;\ « - . m, 
^•\ Je-8U8, I long for Thee.Thou art the way;/" ^*^® ^" ^'^^ 
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per- feet peace. Now let my trouble cease, Thou art the way. 
dear embrace, I shall be-hold Thy face, Thou art the way. 
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WHO ARE THESE. 

James Montoovery. ( Ives.) Arranged by E. Ives. 




1 . Who are these in bright array, This ex- ult-ing, hap - py throng, 

2. Hun- ger, tlunt,disease, unknown,On im-mor-tal fruits they feed : 

5 
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Bound the al - tar night and day, HjiDD-iog one tri-umphantsong? 
Then the Lamb, amidst the throne, Shall to liv- ing fountains lead : 
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D.S. — Wisdom, rich-es to ob-tain, New do-mi n-ion ev-eryhour. 
D.8. — And for ev- er from their eyes, God ihaU wipe a - way their tears. 



WHO ARE THESK Concluded. 
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s. 



Wor-thy is the Lamb once slain, Blessing,honor, glo- ry,i)ower, 



Joy and gladness banish sighs : Per-fect love dis-pels idl fears : 
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HOME, BEAUTIPUL HOME 



J. W. Van Db Venter. 



Arranged by Theo. E. Perkins. 
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1. Home,honie for the wea - ry, Beau- ti-ful E-den of rest; 

2. Home, home fiast appear - ing, Over the snr-ges of time; 

3. Home, home how in- vit - ing, Loredonesin glo-ry how dear; 

4. Home^home how transcending, None in their beauty so fair, 
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Land,landnev-er drear - y,. Wonder-fulhome of the blest. 

Yes, yes weare near- ing,Near-ingtheheaven-ly clime. 

Sweet, iweet the u - nit -ing, Af-ter our pilgrimage here. 

Life, life nev-er end - ing, Time is e-ter - ni- ty there. 
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Repeat pp. 
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Home, home beautif al home. Dear hear'n-lj home of the blest 
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166 HEAVENLY HOME 

"For 80 an entrance shall be ministered unto you abundantly."— 2 Pet. 1 : 11. 

Arr. for this Work. 
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1. Heavenly home! heavenly home! Precious name to me! I 

2. Heavenly home! heavenly home! There no clouds a - rise, No 

3. Heavenly home! heavenly home ! Ne*er shall sorrow's gloom, Nor 
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Fink. 




^i^ 



love to think the time will come When I shall rest in thee. 

tear-drops fiill,no dark nights dim Thy ev - er-smil-ing skies. 

doubts nor fears,distnrb me there, For all is peace at home. 
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I've no a - biding cit - y here, I seek for one to oome, And 

This earthly home is fair and bright, Yet clonds will often come; And, 

I know I ne'er shall worthy be To dwell 'neath heaT'n'i bright lone ; Bit 
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tho* my pilgrimage be drear, I know there's rest at home. 

oh, I long to see the light That gilds my heav'nly home. 

Christ, my Saviour, died for me, And now He calls me Home. 
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LEAD, KINDLY LIGHT. 

JOHK H. Newman. ( For Male Voices.) 
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Wm. G. Fischer. 
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1. Lead)kindly Light, a-midth^ encircling gloom, Lead, thon me 

2. I was not ey-eTtha8,norpray'd that thou Shouldstlead me 

3. So longthypow'rhathblestme, sure it still Will lead me 
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The night is dark, and I am fkr from home, 
I lov'd to choose and see my path; but now 
O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and tor- rent, till 
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Lead 
Lead 
The 



thou me on. Keep thou my feet ; I do not ask to 
thou me on. I lov'd the gar- ish day; and,spite of 

night is gone, And with the mom those angel fac-es 
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see The dis-tant scene^ one step e-nough for me. 

fears. Pride ruled my will; re-membfer not past years. 

smile, Which I have lov'd long since and lost a - while. 
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BEADTIFDL ZION. 



Anon. 



THxa KPiBKnii. 




1. Beautiful Zi - on built above, Beauti - ful Git - y that I love 

2. Beautiful heav 'n, where all is bright, Beautiful angels, dotlied in white 

3. Beautiful crowns on ev'rybroWjBeautiful palms the conquerors show 

4. Beautiful throne for Christ our King, Beautiful songs the ai^ls inng 
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Beautiful gates of pearl - y white, beautiful temple, God its light; 
Beautiful strains that never tire, Beautifnl harps thro' all the choir! 
Beautiful robes the ransomed wear. Beautiful all who en - ter there; 
Beautiful rest — all waud'rings cease. Beautiful home of perfect peace; 
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*-K 



? 



I 



MHiifH 




He who was slain on Cal- va - ry Opens those pearly gates to me. 
There shall I join the chorus sweet, Worshiping at the &iviour's feet 
Thither I press with eager feet. There shall my rest be long and sweet. 
There shall my eyes the Saviour see. Haste to His heavenly home with me. 




Choeus. 
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Zi- on, Zi-on, love - ly Zi - on, Beauti-ful Cit - y of our God. 
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Ck>p7right, 1895, by Mast, Crowell & Kirkpatrick, for Theo. K Perkins. 
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THE HOMELAND. 169 

David D. Wood. By per. 
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1. The Homeland, the Homeland, The land of the free - born; 

2. M J Lord is in the Homeland, With an - gels bright and fair; 

3. For those I love in the Homeland Are call - ing me a* T\*ay, 
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There's no night in the Homeland, But aye the fadeless mom. 
There's no sin in the Homeland, And no temptation there. 
To the rest and peace of the Homeland, And the life beyond de - cay ; 
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I'm sigh - ing for the Homeland, My heart is ach- ing here ; 
The mu - sic of the Homeland Is ringing in my ears, 
For there's no death in the Homeland, There's no sorrow a-bove; 
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There's no jwiin in the Homeland To which I'm drawing near. 

And when I think of the Homeland My eyes gnsh ont with tears. 

Christ brings ns all to the Homeland Of His e- ter - nal love. 
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JUST BETOND. 



Words from the "Dbtboit Fbeb PBisa" 

Solo fob Sop. ob Tbnob. 
Moderato. mf 



C. C. CoNVBBax. B7 per. 
Chobus. 




we tread, Jast be- 
our tears, Jnst be- 
our foes, Justbe- 
the pain. Just be- 
6. Just be - youd where it meets the ciest, just beyond, Xust 



1. Just be - yond, 

2. Just be - yond our 

3. Just be- yond our 

4. Just be - yond the 



on the path 

smiles, be -yond 

friends, be -yond 

weak.-ness and 
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yond, just beyond; Just be - yond on the path we tread, 
yond, just beyond; Just beyond our hopes, be -yond our fears, 
yond, just beyond; Just beyond our weals, be -yond our woes, 
yond, just beyond; Just beyond the turn - ing of the lime, 
yond, just beyond; Just beyond lies the city of rest, just beyond, 



T 



* 



g 



9^^ 



^ 



t 



CaoBus. 



/7\ 



^^ 



dim. 



a 



brftH-H 



^ 



Just beyond, just be -yond 
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Just be-yond the shadows a- 
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head, just beyond, Just be- yond, just be- yond; Just be 
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JUST BEYOND. Gonolnded. 

f Chobus.,^. f dim. 
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yond on the path we tread, Just be - yond, just be - yond. 
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Anon. 
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WILL THAT NOT JOYFUL BE? 

Tasa E. Perkins. 
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1. Wmthat 




w •i-f. 1 v^ f When we walk by faith no more, \ a _ 
not joymi oe, | ^^^^^^ ^, ^o , ^^ ^^^^ ^^^ | as 
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brother-man we see ? When He welcomes nsabove, When we share His 




smile of love, Will that not joyful be, Will that not joyful be? 



HP^f i MfgfPp i f i ff^rf-H 



2. 
Will that not joyful be, 
When to meet ns rise and come 
All our buried treasures home, 

A gladsome company? 
When our arms embrace again 
Those we mourned so long in vain. 
Will that not joyful be ? 

Copyright, 1896, by 
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Will that not joyful be, 
When we hear what none can tell, 
And the ringing chorus swell 

Of angels' melody? 
When we join their songs of praise, 
Hallelujahs with them raise, 

Will that not joyful be? 
Theo. K PerkiDB. 
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THERE IS A BEAUTEOUS LAND. 



Wm. 8. KAtN. 



Trio. E. PntEiiig. 



^^\F!rwi-nudii^ 



1. There is a land, a beaateons land, Where ruaomed saints for- ev - er 

2. That glorious land, when shall I see? Oh, is that blessed peace for 
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stand; And songs of rapture fill the air, Oh, tell me. Lord, ihall 
me? Is there a crown for me to wear, Shall I indeed,Oh, 

7^ 
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I be there? Shall I those glo - ries e'er be - hold? 
Lord, be there? Whene'er my wand'rings here shall cease 
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Cho.— Shall I be there, shall I be there? 




Whose pear- ly gates and streets of gold? A crown of glo- ry 
Re-ceive me in - to per -feet peace; And may Thy voice to 






Oh, tell me. Lord, shall I be there? A crown of glo - ly 
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THERE IS A BEAUTEOUS LAND. Concluded. 173 

D. S. Chorus. 
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ahall I wear, Oh, tell me, Lord, shall I be there? 
me de - clare, Oh, yes, my child, thou shalt be there. 
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shall I wear? Oh, tell me* Lord, shall I be there? 



Harriet E. JoNsa 



OH, THE MEETINGS I 



J. H. Fillmore. By per. 



pti ; I i. iu^-iLui ..^ 



1. Oh, the meetings! Oh, the greetings, 0-ver in the summer land 

2. They are waiting, watching, waiting, O-ver on the gold -en shore; 

3. Home su-per-nal, joys e-ter-nal^ Just beyond the roll - ing tide; 



« Jf5 I II Fine. 
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Where our dearest, who were nearest, Nev-ergive the i)art-inghand. 

We shall meet them, we shall greet them, When the storms of life are o'er. 

No more sighing, no more dy-ing,Where the ransomed ones a- bide. 
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D.S. — All thro* Je-sus, bless - ed Jensus, Glo-ry, glo - ry to His name! 
Chorus. I ^ h. . n i)^'. 
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All thro* Jesus, all thro' Jesus, We shall meet our own a - gain. 
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Unknown. 



THE CITY OP OUR GOD. 



Theo. B. Perkins. 
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1. O cit - y of the jas-per wall, And of the pearly gate, 

2. O dt - y where they need no light Of sun, or moon, or star. 

3. O dt - y where the shining gates Shut out all grief and sin. 
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For thee amid the storms of life. Our wea - ry spir - its wait. 
Could we with eye of faith but see How bright thy mansions are. 
Well may we yearn amid earth's strife The ho - ly peace to win. 
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We long to walk the streets of gold. No mor-tal feet have trod. 

How soon our doubts would flee away, How strong our trust would grow. 

Yet must we meekly bear |^he cross. Nor seek to lay it down, 
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We long to wor-ship at the shrine. The temple of our €rod. 
Tin - til our hearts should lean no more On trifles here be- low. 
Un - til our Father brings us home, And gives the promised crown. 
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THE CrTY OF OUR GOD. Concluded. 

Chobus. 
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Oh,homeof bliss, oh^land of light, Where falleth neithersbade nor blight, 




Of ev 'ry land the brightest,best, When shall we there find peace and rest. 




SWEET LAND OF REST. 



Anon. 



Not too fast .11 I 




T. E. Perkins. 
Fine. 



- / Sweet land of rest! for thee I sigh ; When will the moment come ) 
\ When I shall lay my armor by, And dwell with Christ at home. / 
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B.C. — This world, a wilder-ness of woe, — ^This world is not my home. 
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No tranquil joys on earth I know. No i)eacefQl shel-tering dome; 
■f^-rt- — 0-^ — f:-r# 0-m ^ 




2. To Jesus Christ I sought for rest; 
He bade me cease to roam, 
But fly for succor to His breast. 
And He'd conduct me home. 



Weary of wandering round and roond 
This vale of sin and gloom, 

I long to leave the unhallow'd ground, 
And dwell with Chiist at home. 
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THE PILQRIM SONG. 

"Tnut ye in the Lord forever."— isjl, 26 : 4, 



Db. C. R. Blackall. 
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1. Awhile o'er earth's moaotains wen roaming, Thro' ralleyB adorned with green ; 

2. We traverse the land and the o - cean,With burdens oft hard to bear, 

3. As pilgrims we travel earth's highways, In paths that the Master trod ; 
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Sometimes there are shadows and darkness, But often the golden sheen. 

And trusting the hand of our Father, We rest in His lov - ing care. 

His presence, so tender and loving, Gives light from the throne of GU)d. 
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Each cloud has a silver-bright lin-ing. The gloom can not last al- way ; 
Thro' winter and summer we journey, His mercies attend our way; 
Then may we be joy-ful a - bid - ing In Jesus our strength and stay; 
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And soon will come happy tomor- row, Un-foldinjr the per- feet day ; 

Yet ofter we long for the mor - row, That heralds the perfect day ; 

When - ev-er He wills it the mor - row Shall bring in the perfect da^; 
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And soon will come happy to - mor - row, 
Yet ofl - en we long for the mor - row, 
When - ev - er He wills it the mor - row 



Un-fold-ing the 
That her-al(& the 
Shall bring in the 
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Chobus. 
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per - feet day. Grood mom - ing, good mom - ing, WeUl 

per - feet day. 

per - feet day. Good noniig, good mom, good DoniBg, good mom. 
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say to each other in glo - 



ry. Good mom - - ing, good 
Grood moming,good mora, good 
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morn - ing, We'll say in the Home-Land a - bove. 
morning, good morning. 
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BEAUnFUL LAND. 



Anon. 



Theo. E. Perkins. 




1. A beau-ti-fnl land by faith I see, A land of rest, from 

2. That beau-ti-fulland, the City of Light, It ne^er has known the 

3. In vis-ion I see its streets of gold, Its bean- ti - ful gates 
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sor- row free, The home of the ransom'd, bright and £Eiir, And 
shades of night; The glo - ry of God, the light of day, Hath 
I too be -hold; The riv - er of life, the crys - tal sea. The 




Chobus. 
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beantifol an - gels, too are there. '\ 

driven the darkness far a - way. \ Will you go ? Will you go ? 

ambrosial fruit of lifers fair tree, j 
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Repeat chorus softly 




Go to that beau- ti - ful land with me — land with me. 



to:."f I r I If F-a^^ i 



Copyright, 1896, by Theo. E. Perkins. 



REST, SWEET REST. 



PAlfNY J. CBOSBT. 
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WM. J. KiBKPATRICK. 




I 1st tir. 



2nd time. 
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I 

M I Hark! from the joy-land hear the soug, Rest, sweet rest; 
* I Breathed by a soft harp all day long, Rest, sweet rest, 

2 / Still from the joy-land breaks the sound, Rest,sweet rest ; 

\ There where the life-tree fruits abound, Rest, sweet rest. 

^ f Soon in the joy-land we shall know Rest,sweet rest; 
* * t Home where the blue waves murmur low, Rest, sweet rest. 




Out of the pearl-gates bright and fair. Borne on a sunbeam 

Haste to the love -lit skies a - way, Haste where the vine leaves 

Rest where the spring-time buds are strewn. Rest where the dear ones 
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thro' the air, Song for the toil- worn ev - 'ry- where, 

ne*er de - cay. Faith on her light wings joins the lay, 

all have flown, Rest where the lone heart finds its own, 

r 
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B.S. — Song for the toil- worn ev - *ry- where, 

Chobus. With great expression. D.C. Dal Segno. 
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Rest, sweet rest. Rest, sweet rest, hal- lowed rest, 
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Rest, sweet rest. 
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THE WANDERER. 



Fanny Crosby. 
Solo. 



Theodore E. Perkins. 
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1. I am far from the land of my birth, moth-er, I am 

2. I am lone - ly, and had I but wings, moth-er, I would 

3. The winds are a - sleep in their caves, moth-er, One 
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far from my home and from thee, 
fly like a birdling to thee, 
star looking down I can see. 



But I know thou art kneeling lod 
Yet it's sweet to remember thy 
It smiles on me nowwith its 
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pray-ing to Grod, And feel thou art pray-ing for me. 
teachings of love. And feel thou art pray-ing for me. 
calm mel-low light. Ah, yes, thou art pray-ing for me. 
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Quartette. 
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There's an ech - o steals o - ver my heart, moth-er, And 
For the pray'r of the faith- ful is heard, moth-er, And 
And my life will be spared, I am sure, moth-er, Our 
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floats on the deep ix>ll-ing sea, 
Je - BUS my guardian will be, 
Lord will re - store me to thee, 



'Tis the pray 'r thou art 

He will an-swerthe 

And we'll thank Him to - 
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breathing to-night, mother. The pray ' r thou art breathing for me. 
wish of my soul, mother. The pray' r thou art breathing for me. 
geth-er at home, mother, For all His great mercies to me. 



Chorus. 
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I dream that I wan-der to 
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thee. Our home in the 

to thee. 
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eve, mother dear, I know thou art praying for me 

for me. 
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GOD KEEP US TILL W£ MEET AGAIN. 



" Thee Lord bleaa and keep thee."— Sum. 6: 24. 
pANNY J. Crosby. W. H. Doane. 
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1. God keep ns in His ten - der care Till next we meet, 

2. Grod grant the spirit of His grace To ev-'ry one, 

3. God watch betweea us when oar steps Hay roam a - part, 

4. God keep us safe and lead us on Till life is o'er; 
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And bind in clos-er bonds of love, Oar n-nion sweet. 

And give as strength to la - bor on Till work is done. 

And with His all -sns-tain-ingpow'r Fill ev - 'ry heart. 

Then bring us home with those we love, To part no more. 
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Refrain. 
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God keep as now oor friead-ghip bright, And hal - low its golden chain ; 
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O may not oae dear link be missing, When we meet a - gain. 
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THE DAT IS ROLLma ON. 

Russell H. Conwell. 
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Williams. 






« r Be- hold the time is com-ing when the ransomed of the Lord, 
' \ Shall gath - er home to Zi - on and be erowied with their reward, 
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Ac - cord-ing to the promise of His ev - er-last - ingword, 
{Omit ) 
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•] Chorus. 
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Thedav is loU-inir on / Swellthejoy-fulhal-le- In - jah, 
laeoay is roll-ing on. -^ Glo-iy,glo-iyh»l-le- lu- jah, 



m 



1^ 



i=}- 



i 



^ 



r 



^ 



t=t: 



h2± 














I 



^ 



Swell the joy-fulhal-le - lu -jah, 



{Omit. 



) The day is roll-ing on. 
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2. Behold, the time is coming that the prophets love to sing, 
When every clime and nation shall acknowledge Christ the King; 
The wilderness shall blossom like the beauty of the spring. 

The day is rolling on. 

3. O bright millenial morrow, we are waiting for the light 
To clause away the darkness and the shadows of the night; 
But now in all its splendor it will burst upon our sight, 

The day is rolling on. 

Ck>p7right, 1896, by Theo. E. Perklna. 
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THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET. 



WooDWORTH. Fourth verse by Russell H. Con well. 



Smith. 
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J / HowdeartothisheartarethescenesofmychildhoodjWhenfondreool- 
' \ The orchard, the meadow, the deep-tangled wild wood, And ev'ry lov'd 







^^ 



V V ' i \f 

D.C. — ^The old oaken backet, the iron-bound bucket* The moss-covered 
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lee - tion presents them to view. ) / The wide-spreading pond, the 
spot which my in- fen-cyknew. / \ The cot of my father, the 




buck - et that hung in the welL 
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mill that stood by it ; The bridge and the rock where the cataract fell, 
dairy house nigh it. And e'en the rude bucket that hung in the well. 
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2. The moss-covered bucket I hailed as a treasure, 

For often, at noon, when returned from the field 
I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure, 

The purest and sweetest that nature can yield ; 
How ardent I seized it with hands that were glowing, 

And quick to the white-pebbled bottom it fell ; 
Then soon, with the emblem of truth overflowing, 

And dripping with coolness, it rose from the well. 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket, 

The moss-covered bucket that hung in the well. 
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3. How sweet from the green, mossy rim to receive it, 

As poised on the curb, it inclined to my lips; 
Not a full, blushing goblet could temj)t me to leave it, 

Tho' filled with the nectar that Jupiter sips. 
And now, far removed from the loved situation, 

The tear of regret will intrusively swell. 
As fancy reverts to my father's plantation, 

And Sighs for the bucket which hung in the well. 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket. 

The moss-covered bucket that hung in the well. 

4. But dearer than fountain or well of our homestead 

Is the water of life which our Saviour shall bring, 
But brighter and cooler than old oaken bucket 

Are the draughts of salvation from heaven's clear spring ; 
The wide-stretching valleys in colors so fadeless, 

Where trees are all deathless and flowers e'er bloom ; 
The dearly beloved who stands at the portal. 

Expectantly waiting to welcome us nome, 
'Tis better, far better, than all earth can give us 

To drink with the loved ones at fountains of God. 



COME HOME, WEARY HEART. 

1, O come, weary heart, that in sorrow is breaking, 

Alone and an exile how long wilt thou roam ; 
A dear, loving Father is patiently calling, 

And tenderly pleading, O lost one come home. 
O come to the waters of life and of healing. 

Removed in a moment thy burden may be ; 
Look up to the cross that directeth thy footsteps 

Where Calvary's fountain is flowing for thee. 

2. O come to the rest and the joy that is promised 

By Him who has purchased thy ransom from sin ; 
The door He has opened through faith thou must enter 

And He thy Reaeemer will welcome thee in. 
Then turn from the darkness that deeper is growing. 

Come out in the home-light unfettered and free, 
Lo, yonder the Day-star of mercy is shining. 

And Calvary's fountain is flowing for thee. 

8. Come home, weary heart, there's a storm in the distance 

That soon will o'ertake if still thou delay ; 
A kind, gentle Shepherd is seeking to save thee. 

He warns thee of danger, then hear and obey. 
O fly to His bosom, thy only protection, 

O haste to the shelter where safe thou wilt be. 
The white wings of angels are waving thee onward, 

Where Calvary's fountain is flowing for thee. 

Copyright, 1896, by Theo. K. Perkins. 
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K. H. CONWBLL. 



OUR GHUBCH HOMK 



James McGbanahan. 
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1. We come to our **Church Home" to-night, With sweet and 

2. 'Tis here we learn of Christ's great love, And by its 

3. No old, no young, no stran-ger here, But aU as 

4. Come join with us in works of love, In serv - ing 




f=^ 



m 



:f J H lM ,.^ ' fr jr^ 



solemn gladness fiU'd; For God this '^home" thro' His great'might 
fullness guide OUT own : We know that an- gels sing with joy, 
one in Christ we meet; No friend be - trays, no foes we fear, 
God and man so true. That the ech-o of this hymn may prove 





- ff 1^4 1 1 — i 



^m 



mf Refbain. 



m- 



m 



I 



-$^ 



^ 



Did or - der and did build. 
A - bove our loved Church home. 
Sheltered by His Mer-cy Seat. 'Tis a bless 
A call of Grace to you. 



'Tis a blessed Home, 



ed, 



J->J^-J^J :. 




W^ 



^^^E^^^s^m 



f r- ' T =T=F 



-^ 



1^ 



'tis a blessed Home, Surely, surely, 'tis a blessed Home; 
bless - ed Home, Surely, sure - ly, bless - ed Home; "Tis a 
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'Tis a blessed Home, 'tis a blessed Home, 'Tis a blessed Home, 
bless - - ed, bless - ed Home,' Tis a bless - ed Home. 
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BLEST BE THE TIK 



Kit. Johm Favcstt, 1772. 



From H, O. Naoiu. 
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1. Blest be the tie that binds Our 

2. Be - fore our Fa - ther's throne, We 
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Chris - tian love; The fel - low - s 

ar - dent prayers: Our fears, our h 
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fel - low 
fears, our 
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com - forts and our cares. 
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3. 

We share our mutual woes; 

Our mutual burdens bear; 
And often for each other flows 

The sympathizing tear. 



4. 
When we asunder part. 

It gives ^8 inward pain; 
But we shall still be joined in heart, 

And hope to meet oj^xsi. 



188 CHRIST IS COHQNG. 

" The Lord himself thdU descend from heaven."-^! Thess. 4: 16. 
Riv. Denis Wortman, D. D. Theo. E. Perkins. By per. 
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1. Fa - ther,when shall all the wea - ry earth Cease from 

2. Sav - iour, when shall my poor sin - ful soul On Thee 

3. En - ter now up - on Thy glo - rious reign! Come and 
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sighing and ring out its mirth? Triumph in its grand, im - 
all its sins and sor - row roll ? Know Thy full sal - ya - tion 
raise to life what sin hath slain! O'er my heart and o'er the 
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D. S. Hark ! the whole earth with the 
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mor- tal birth, In - to wondrous life with God. l 
and be whole, When,my Je-sus,wilt Thou come F >- Christ is coming 
world re - gain Thy do - min - ion! Je - sns, come! ) 




welcome rings, Hal -le - In - jah to His name! 
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as the King of kings; Shout,ye raiisomed,o'er the grace He bring; 
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Rev. S. F. Smith. " The glory of the country."— Ezik. 25 : 9. Henry Carey. 
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1. My country 'tis of thee, Sweet land of lib - er - ty, 

2. My na - tive coun - try, thee, Land of the no - ble, free, 

3. Let mu-sic swell the breeze, And ring from all the trees 

4. Our fa - there' Grod, to Thee, Au - thor of lib - er - ty, 
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Of thee I sing ; Land where my fathers died. Land of the 
Thy name I love ; I love thy rocks and rills. Thy woods and 
Sweet freedom's song ; Let mortal tongues awake ; Let all that 
To Thee we sing ; Long may our land be bright With freedom's 
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pilgrims' pride, From every mountain side,Let freedom ring. 

templed hills ; My heart with rapture thrills, Like that a - bove. 

breathe partake ; Let rocks their silence break, The sound prolong. 

ho - ly light ; Protect us by Thy might, Great God, our King. 
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CHAPEL CAR HYMN. 



-Rev. S. F. Smtth. 



Tune— "America." 



1. Sweep on, O car of light, 
God bless thy holy fliprht— 

On thy wheels bring 
Peace to the troubled breast, 
And to the weary rest • 
Glad for thy mission blest, 

The angels sing. 

2 Roll o'er the mountain's heii^ht, 
Roll o'er the waters bright. 

The distant sea; 
Visit the lonely vale. 
Outfly the wintry gale— 
Thy errand will not fail 

God moves with thee. 



3. Ride on, triumphant Lord, 
Thy Spirit and Thy Word 
Shall speed Thy way ; 
Scatter the shades of night, 
Command "Let there be light," 
Gird on Thy sword of might 
And win the day. 

4 Salvation's chariot, roll 
On, till from pole to pole 

Christ reigns alone ; 
Till darkness turns to day. 
Till earth shall choose His sway, 
And all its trophies lay 
Before His throne. 

IVm. H Keyser &» Co , Phila , Pa. 
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